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WANDERING BLINDFOLD. 



CHAPTER I. 



ROBERT. 




HAPPY boy was Robert Watson. Yfet 
he knew that he would have to work 
hard as soon as he left school, for his 
father was but a labouring man, and, with the 
wages he earned, had enough to do to bring up 
his five children decently. 

Perhaps one reason why his home was happy 
was because work was there done well and 
heartily by all the members of the family. Even 
Robert's little sister, Emmy, helped her good 
mother in her small way when she came back 
from school. As for Robert, he ma.de. VC\\sns^& 
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useful indoors and out, and on summer evenings, 
who had pleasanter work than he ? There were 
the rabbits to feed, — green-meat to get for them 
from the hedge-rows ; he had to help his father 
water the garden, or to rake the flower-beds — and 
a pleasant place the garden was even in winter. 

Robert used to do bits of carpenter's work too ; 
he had now and then mended a chair, or made a 
box for his mother, for he was clever with his 
fingers, and liked to be of use. To be helpful to 
others was thought an honourable thing by his 
father and mother ; as indeed it is, and our 
heavenly Father teaches us, in many ways, that 
work is dignified, while sloth is to be despised. 

Thus Robert worked hard at school and at 
home, and was, as we have said, a very happy 
boy ; indeed, he would never have been unhappy 
if he had not been careless, often forgetting to do 
necessary things which his father bade him do ; 
things for which he had plenty of time, but which 
he would put off doing if he wished to finish 
something else at the moment. Or perhaps it was 
time to start for school, and even if on his return 
he chanced to remember his fathers command, he 
would still put off executing it, and go on doing 
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things he liked best, first. This had often occurred 
lately, and his father had felt vexed, when coming 
home tired, to have to do himself some work which 
his son could easily have spared him. Then he 
would speak sternly to his boy, and the supper, 
usually a comfortable and social meal, would be 
taken in silence. 

Robert knew that this made his mother and his 
little sisters and brother unhappy, when, but for 
his habit of carelessness, they might all have en- 
joyed being together, and at such times he would 
resolve to do better, and not to forget. But, alas ! 
bad habits, when we allow them to creep upon us, 
by not at once resisting them bravely, are not 
thrown off by a mere resolve. 

But to begin my story. 

In one corner of Watson's garden stood a rab- 
bit hutch, where lived the rabbits before alluded 
to ; and at the opposite corner was the pig-stye. 
This stye was kept clean and neat, and Robert 
liked to keep it so, and to make the animal he had 
to feed and take care of as comfortable as he 
could ; and the creature throve accordingly. 

On the day when my story opens, Watson had 
enjoined his son to nail a piece. c& ^wA ■fcRxssss* 
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two loose palings of the stye, adding, that this 
must be attended to at once, before Robert went 
to school, otherwise the pig might escape and 
spoil the flower-beds. 

Robert promised, and meant to perform ; but as 
soon as his father had left home for work the boy 
thought he should just have time to finish a toy-boat 
which he was making for a school-fellow. " There 
will be plenty of time for that, and to nail up the 
gap, too, Emmy," said he, to his youngest little 
sister. 

" But I'm just going to get ready for school," 
replied the little girl. 

"All right, I'll run all the way!" said Robert, 
working away at his boat, but thinking of the 
broken paling all the while. Every moment he 
intended to leave off and do what his father had 
told him to do, but his interest in the boat was so 
keen that on he worked at the toy till the clock in 
the kitchen began to strike nine ! Then he was 
frightened, — threw down his boat, and ran all the 
way to school ; but was, of course, late, and felt 
unprepared for lessons. His mind was worried 
about his broken promise, and earnestly he hoped 
that the pig would not get out while he was away. 



ROBERT. 13 

"Then all will be right," thought he, "for I'll 
nail up the board the moment I get home ! " 

His father would not return till evening, so 
that Robert hoped, after all, to avoid his dis- 
pleasure, and now felt really sorry that he had not 
put duty before pleasure. 

It was a relief to him when twelve o'clock 
struck, and he could run home, but when he got 
to the garden gate he saw his mother sitting down 
there, on an overturned basket, looking flushed 
and worried. 

" Oh ! Robert ! Robert ! " she exclaimed, as he 
ran up, " if I had only known you'd not done what 
your father told you I'd have done it myself! I 
heard you promise him, and so I got to my 
washing at once ; but better for me if I'd just sat 
down and been idle, for the pig has got out, and 
trampled over all the things I'd spread out on the 
patch of grass to dry this fine day, and he's torn 
some to bits. What ever the squire's young ladies 
will say, J don't know. It will cost two or three 
pounds to make good all those lace handkerchiefs. 
I shall lose all the money I looked for ! Oh ! 
Robert ! it was cruel of you ! I don't know what 
your father will say ! " 
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Robert knew — and he was in despair. The pig 
had not only destroyed the fine linen and lace 
belonging to the young ladies at the Hall, for 
whom Robert's mother acted as laundress (there- 
by earning enough to pay the family rent, and 
more besides), but the garden was trampled and 
untidy, the garden on which his father looked 
with just pride. 

Poor, troubled Mrs. Watson had managed to 
fasten up the palings in a rough manner with an 
old broom-handle, and was resting, panting, and 
sorely worried after her exertions. Robert, who 
was quick to feel and to foresee all the annoyance 
and trouble he had caused, burst into tears, at 
which sight his kind mother relented, and in a 
short time the boy, somewhat eased in heart by 
her kindness and his flow of tears, had mended 
the hole nicely. It took but a quarter of an hour 
to do, and when the work was finished Robert 
could not help reflecting how much pain and dis- 
comfort he might have saved himself, his mother, 
and his father, if he had but done this necessary 
thing at the proper time. 

He worked hard to remove the traces of dis- 
order left by the pig, both before afternoon school 
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and immediately on his return, but it was im- 
possible to replace the trampled flowers, or the 
torn lace, and very miserable he felt, instead ol 
being glad when he heard his fathers step and 
voice in the evening. 

" Why, how's this ? Didn't Robert nail up that 
plank as he promised ?" inquired Watson. 

His mother was obliged to confess what had 
happened ; but she added many kind words 
about her boy's great sorrow at his forgetfulness, 
and declared she believed " this would be the last 
time he would forget, — it would be such a lesson 
to him." 

"It must be the last time, or I must make him 
remember some other way," replied her husband 
very sternly. 

Watson was a good man, but strict with his 
children, as he thought it his duty to be. 

" Robert ! " he called out in his sternest voice. 

Robert dared not disobey the call, and so came 
at once. " The next time you forget, after promis- 
ing faithfully to do a simple thing, I shall thrash 
you, because it will be my duty to do so. Do you 
hear ? " 

The boy could barely reply, " Yes, father," 
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"I shall keep my word, remember. And now 
go to bed without your supper ! " 

Robert went, and there cried himself to sleep, 
saying to himself over and over again that next 
time he would attend to duty before play or 
pleasure. 

This last act of carelessness of his — for careless- 
ness it was rather than forgetfulness — cost him so 
many hours of regret, that for weeks to come, 
when his father or mother asked him to 'do any 
little service, he went immediately to do it. 

" I shall thrash you, because it will be my duty 
to do so," still at times sounded in his ears. 

Four years since, when Robert was a child 
seven years old, his father had beaten him, but 
that was for telling an untruth, and persisting in 
it. He had since grown to understand that it is 
as honourable to be truthful as to be industrious ; 
that it is as disgraceful to tell a lie as to be sloth- 
ful, and more injurious to the character. Both at 
school, at church, and at home, he heard con- 
tinually that he must begin now whilst he was 
young to think last of self, not first ; always to try 
to be kind and useful, to cultivate good temper in 
order to add to others' happiness, to strive to be 
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noble even in the small matters of every-day life, 
so that he might make himself worthy to be trusted, 
and might grow up to be an honourable man. 

We must say just another word here of Robert's 
little sister Emmy, a blue-eyed maiden not yet 
five years old. She was a sweet, unselfish child, 
and loved " Bobby " as much as he loved her. 
Young as she was, her readiness to give up what 
she liked to do, if, in that way, she could help 
anybody at home, and her affection for them all 
there, were a great help to Robert, though he never 
thought about it. And yet he had often reflected 
that " if a little girl like Emmy can remember to 
do as she is told, I ought ; " while the thought of 
the tears which so quickly clouded her bright blue 
eyes when " Father " spoke to " Bobby " with 
displeasure, always cut Robert to the heart. He 
could not bear to pain this little sister of his, who 
never pained him. How well he remembered the 
sob he heard as she crept up to bed on the even- 
ing of that day when he had so carelessly neg- 
lected to mend the gap in the pig-stye. " I never 
will make Emmy sob and cry again ! " was the 
boy's resolve — "Never!" That was long ago 
now. It was Midsummer when Robert had so 
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greatly displeased his father, and harassed his 
mother by his neglect about mending the stye. 
Autumn came with golden harvests and wealth of 
fruit before he again transgressed in like manner. 
In common with all the village children he had 
holidays during the harvest, and enjoyed, as much 
as any boy in the whole parish, freedom from 
school-work, and the long hours spent in glean- 
ing in the yellow corn-fields during the pleasant 
August days. 





CHAPTER II. 

ALONE ! 




HOSE ^yho have lived in, or travelled 
about the beautiful county of Surrey, 
will remember an elevated part of it 
called Hind Head. 

Miles of purple heather stretch across the land, 
groups of larch and pine are seen in the distance, 
the valley around looks lovely indeed in the 
gay light of the sun ; undulations in the land- 
scape make a delightful view for the tourist ; the 
air is so fresh and invigorating, the colours every- 
where so vivid, that a traveller climbing Hind 
Head for the first time must pause in astonish- 
ment to find so grand a view within so short a 
distance of London. 

But when evening draws otv,tta. uttet \o i n&ys!«s& 

b 2 
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of the place makes itself felt ; no house is near, 
there is only the stone pillar, raised to mark the 
highest point of the elevation ; the grandeur of 
the spot is not lessened in the fading light, but 
it is the grandeur of solitude, the trees in the 
distance become lost in gloom, — the loneliness is 
complete. * 

On one part of Hind Head a sort of grave- 
stone shows where a sailor was murdered many 
years since ; and when passing it, the benighted 
traveller involuntarily quickens his pace towards 
home. 

At the close of a brilliant August day a young 
and unhappy wanderer neared this desolate spot, 
in a country which, in sunlight, is so rich and 
bright. This wanderer was no other than Robert ; 
who had fled from his home that day. Why 
the unhappy boy had done so we shall see pre- 
sently. 

He was very tired now ; the sun had not long 
since sunk magnificently from sight behind the 
gorgeous, purple-coloured hill which the boy had 
mounted so wearily that afternoon, and where he 
now threw himself down among the heather, 
utterly desolate. 
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As he gazed into the sky a wonderful sight met 
his eyes ; a long line of clouds, standing up like 
mountains, tinged with the deepest colours of the 
sunset, glowed with flame-colour and gold on one 
side, whilst their opposite side was of blue. 

The sight was so grand, the loneliness so com- 
plete, the line of mountain clouds so magnificent, 
that Robert seemed to himself, in his lonely sor- 
row, to be standing face to face with heaven. He 
was alone with the sky and the grandeur of 
nature, — alone with God, and he bowed his head 
in fear. Yes, in fear ; for he felt he could not ask 
God to bless his doings of the past day. A 
coward terror urging him to seek to avoid the 
consequences of his fault had made him fly from 
home. What would now become of him ? He 
felt he never dared go back ! Now, now, when 
he said to himself that it was too late, he 
bemoaned his rashness, his folly, his wrong- 
doing. 

Better two or three beatings from his father 
than leave his home for ever, — than never to see 
little Emmy and the others, or his dear mother 
again ! At the thought he hid his face in his 
hands and shed bitter tears. But soon &&$&&£ 
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feeling, an emotion of fear crept over him ; he was 
so small, so entirely alone in that great, vast soli- 
tude ! All at once he thought of Jacob on the 
plain of Bethel, how he had taken of the stones of 
that place, and made of them a pillow, and slept ; 
and of the glorious vision sent to him, of angels 
ascending and descending on the ladder set up, 
whose top reached to heaven. He now recalled 
the Bible story with vivid interest ; he wondered 
if Jacob had found himself in a country at all like 
this; somehow he thought it must in a measure 
resemble it ; the sky was so intensely clear, so 
wonderfully beautiful, and heaven appeared so 
near to him. Jacob, too, was a wanderer, fleeing 
from home, for fear of his brother Esaus wrath ; 
he, Robert, was also a wanderer, flying from his 
fathers anger. But then, said a voice in his 
heart, Jacob went at the command of his parents, 
whilst you have fled without a word to them ; and 
you know it would be right to go back. " But I 
dare not ! " replied he to himself, " and now I do 
not even know the way ! " 

Yes, it was too true ! He had wandered so far 
on foot, besides travelling some miles by railway, 
that he was utterly confused and bewildered, and 
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imagined that he was very much further from 
home than was actually the case. 

The large white moon rose slowly and grandly 
over the lonely place. Robert shivered with ex- 
citement, with fatigue, with grief, and fear, and 
the fresh wind which swept over the high plain 
incited him to rise and go on again — anywhere — 
somewhere — he knew nothing now of the direc- 
tion in which he was going. Nothing was clear 
to his grief-stricken young heart but that he must 
lie down somewhere to sleep or he should die, and 
that he must try to find some rough shelter before 
exhaustion quite mastered him. 

Thus on he went again under the light of the 
moon, and at last he got into the road, which lay 
white and distinct in the moonlight. On, on he 
went, stumbling, afraid, weary, sorrowful, and to- 
wards midnight drew near to a habitation ; a farm 
nestling among trees ; where the smell of new- 
made stacks was sweet. It seemed quite warm 
here in the valley, and there was hardly any dew ; 
he would creep into the deep shadow of the wheat- 
stack nearest to him, rest his back against the 
corn, and sleep. He stumbled over the gate which 
separated him from this shelter, and wittv ^. ^cfc> \xv 
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his heart at remembering that he had to rest thus 
for the first time under the sky like a vagrant, he 
fell into deepest slumber. 

The sun was high above the horizon when 
the boy awoke. 
Cheerful noises 
reached his ear, 
voices of men 
going about their 
morning work, 
the closing of a 
gate, the tramp 
of a horse. He 
roused himself 
and gazed about 
him, still half 
enchained by 
drowsiness. A 
good - natured - 
looking farmer, 
with a smile on 
his ruddy face, 
was standing by him, apparently amused at dis- 
covering the sleeping boy. 

" Time to get up, eh ? " said a cheery voice. 
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11 So you've been under the stack here all night, 
instead of in your own bed !" 

Robert stammered, " Ye-es, sir ! " and stood up. 

" If you re far from home, you'd best have some 
breakfast in the kitchen before starting. Where 
do you live ? " continued the kind-hearted farmer. 

" I'm looking for work, sir ! I'm many a mile 
from home. I'd travelled a good bit yesterday, 
and so slept under the stack." 

" Looking for work ! " echoed Robert's ques- 
tioner. " Well, we could do with another hand or 
two till all the harvest's got in ! But you don't 
seem like a boy accustomed to sleep out of doors. 
Did you ever pass a night out of your bed 
before?" 

Robert said, " No, sir!" adding that "last night 
he had been so tired he was glad to lie down any- 
where ! " 

" And now you'll be glad of breakfast, I should 
think ! " said the farmer, looking at the boy's tidy 
clothes and neat appearance, for, though he had 
rested in the field all night, he had the air of a respec- 
table, well-brought-up boy. " But first I want to 
know where you come from ? " added the farmer. 

" Down Petersfield way," answ^x^i ^sL^^ev. 
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vaguely. u I hope you'll give me some work, sir, 
for I've no home now ; I'm looking for work !" 

" Can you lead horses ? " asked the farmer. 

" Yes, and likes it ! " replied Robert. 

" Well, go and wash your face at the pump, and 
then you shall have some breakfast, and we'll 
settle about wages and tell you where you can get 
a bed when work's over. Look alive ! We must 
get a good deal of corn in to-day." 

This sudden and unexpected provision of food 
and work, the necessity of grasping it now it was 
to be had, the loss of all time to dwell at this 
moment on his loneliness, his grief, and his strange 
situation, all made the boy able to go on without 
betraying his breaking heart, which continually 
turned towards his mother and Emmy, and his 
little brother and sisters. 

All through that warm autumn day, at every pause 
in his work, as he led the horses in the waggon, 
and plodded on as he was told, he saw pictures of 
his lost home rise before him — pictures in which 
everything he had left was vividly recalled. The 
very rabbits in their hutch in the corner of the 
garden — his no more — were dearer to him now ; 
he wondered who would feed them, who would 
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find fresh sow-thistle and cow-parsley for them 
under the hedges. He even longed to see his 
father again, much as he now feared him ; for 
after all he loved his father more dearly than he 
had supposed. But it seemed to his childish 
heart that he had offended him beyond forgive- 
ness. 

The fresh air, the necessity of ' looking alive ! ' 
as the farmer had phrased it, supported him 
through the day, and when evening came he was 
so weary that he could hardly manage to get to 
the village near, where, through the kind directions 
of the farmers wife, he was to find a bed. A 
widow woman who worked at the farm was glad 
enough to get a lodger, and willingly made up a 
bed for the forlorn child in one of the two rooms 
of her cottage. 

" You'll do very well," said the farmer kindly, 
when the day's work was over, " and you're a bit 
tired from yesterday. I'll try to hear of work for 
you hereabouts when harvestings over. They 
might want a garden boy up at the great house." 

Robert was somewhat comforted, though the 
pain at his heart never ceased. But he slept 
deeply, worn out with unusual toil and grief. 
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The woman Robert lodged with was obliged to 
be early at the farm, and as they trudged back 
together at the end of his second days work, she 
began to question him — " Hadn't he got a mother 
alive, or a father ? " 

For all answer Robert burst into tears, and 
repeated through his sobs, what he had before 
told the farmer, that " he hadn't no home now — 
that he came from down Petersfield way — and 
that he had come from his own place to look 
for work." 

The woman was sorry to have made him cry ; 
she had heard talk of Petersfield, but had never 
been there, and took Robert's words to mean that 
he had now neither father nor mother, and so had 
lost his home. Not wishing to make him shed 
more tears, she began to talk about the people at 
the farm, saying how kind they were, and how 
she had worked for them now twenty years on 
and off. 

It had been arranged that Robert should share 
her meals ; and he soon found that, little as she 
asked for bed and board, and simple as was the fare, 
when he had paid her, he had but sixpence a week 
left from his earnings. 



CHAPTER III. 



A BROKEN PROMISE. 




UT we must now go back to explain 
what had happened to drive Robert 
from home. 

Mr. Breeley, the clergyman at Lington (the 
village where the Watsons lived), was much be- 
loved by his parishioners, and they were all sin- 
cerely sorry when they heard that he would be 
obliged to leave home for some weeks, perhaps 
months, on account of failing health. 

His wife and family were to accompany him, 
and a strange gentleman from a distance was to 
take the duty at Lington during Mr. Breeleys 
absence. In consequence of this, the inmates of 
the Parsonage were busy packing up, and making 
arrangements, both for the reception of the new- 
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comer and for their own departure. Thus it 
happened that Robert's mother had for several 
days past been wanted to help at the Parsonage, 
for she was accustomed to work there whenever 
extra help was needed. 

On this pressing occasion she had promised to 
go every day as long as she was required ; and 
she had been obliged to ask a neighbour to come 
in and clean up her house for Sunday, and to do 
a bit of cooking now and then for the children 
and her husband during her constant absence, for 
she only got back late at night, and started again 
early in the morning. 

"But I couldn't find it in my heart to refuse 
going even for a day," said poor Mrs. Watson 
afterwards, " they all being in such trouble about 
Mr. Breeley's being ill, and having so much to 
think about besides." 

Whilst his mother was so much away, Robert 
was very handy at home. He used to get up, 
light the fire, and set the place in order for his 
father's breakfast, and do many things to help his 
young sisters at home, before he and they went off 
to glean in the harvest fields. The neighbour 
who came in now and then to cook had little else 
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to see to, and found all neat and orderly, though 
the work was left mostly to the children. 

In the evening, after he had helped get his 
fathers supper, fed his rabbits, and the pig, and 
done any other little thing which came to hand, he 
was almost too tired to wake up when his mother 
came home ; yet he was not happy without giving 
her a kiss at the end of the long day, though the 
time had been filled up usefully and happily. 

" 'T'won't be for much longer, my boy ! " said 
Mrs. Watson on the Tuesday evening of her 
second week's work at the Parsonage. " Mrs. 
Breeley says they must manage to get off by 
Saturday ! " 

Alas ! much — concerning Robert at least — was 
to happen before Saturday. 

As the Sundays provisions were all gone, 
that Tuesday morning their kind neighbour had 
promised to come in and cook something for 
Watson's supper ; and also prepare some dinner 
for the children, who were gleaning in a field near, 
and who were to run home in the middle of the 
day. Watson himself was to be absent as usual 
till evening ; he had been up before five o'clock 
that morning, doing an odd job or two o\&. <& 
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doors before he left home, and mending the 
broken lock to a battered tin box in which he 
carefully kept the few papers of consequence 
belonging to him. Amongst these papers were 
the receipts for rent paid during all the years he 
had occupied his cottage, and the copy of his own 
marriage certificate. All these were tied up in 
two small bundles and placed in the tin case, the 
fastening of which had long required mending, 
and Watson had busied himself in doing this in 
the quiet hour before he left home. Robert found 
his father thus employed when he came down- 
stairs and chatted to him as he lighted the fire 
and boiled the kettle for breakfast. 

" Get all ready, my boy, and then I must be 
quick with my eating," said Watson to his son. 

" The lock won't mend, father ? " asked Robert. 

" 'Tis troublesome, my boy ; but Til finish him 
now before time's up. These papers, you see, I 
don't like to leave, except under lock and key, 
as it were ! " 

Robert soon got all prepared for his father, and 
the latter worked to the last moment before he 
completed the fastening. 

" Robert ! " he called, as he put down the box. 
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The boy ran at the call. He knew his father had 
something serious to say whenever he called him 
" Robert." Usually it was " Bob," or " Bobby." 

" The box is finished ; but I've left the papers 
upstairs. Fetch them, and lock them up directly. 
I'm so late I must trust you to do this. I can 
trust you — hey ? " 

" Of course, father," answered Robert, confi- 
dently. " I'm nigh on eleven years old now." 

" You know I should give you a thrashing for 
breaking your word about such a thing ? " 

" / know ! " replied Robert, taking up the box, 
and trying the lock. It acted easily now, and 
Watson went off to his morning's work with a 
heart quite at ease about his papers. His son 
had promised to lock them up at once, he knew 
the consequences of carelessness and disobedience, 
and the duty required was so easy, and would 
take up but a moment or two ; so that the father 
could not imagine that his son would neglect to 
keep the promise he had just made. 

And Robert watched his father disappear from 
the garden gate, and then took up the box, in- 
tending to take it upstairs with him, and safely 
enclose the papers therein. 

c 
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Just then his younger brother and sisters scam- 
pered gaily downstairs. " How nice," cried 
Emmy, " to find breakfast ready ! " 

" Let's have it now, Bobby ! " exclaimed all 
together. 

Bobby said " Yes." He knew that not one of 
the younger ones would dare to touch anything 
their father left upstairs in his bedroom, so his 
mind was easy about the papers. " Of course, Til 
lock 'em up the first minute we've done our break- 
fast," thought he. 

But he had promised to do so at once, and oh ! 
how much misery he would have spared himself 
and all his family — his loving mother and father 
especially — if he had kept to the letter of his 
word. For his father was a good and fond father 
to all his children, though he was strict, and though 
he believed — as the class he belongs to often be- 
lieve — that a boy must be beaten to make him 
remember his duty. But what he did he did from 
a sense of duty. " Train up a child in the way he 
should go, and when he is old he will not depart 
from it," he would say when his wife recom- 
mended gentler measures. " Let not thy soul 
spare for his crying," he would add. 
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" But we should try love first," Mrs. Watson 
ever replied. 

All had gone very happily at the cottage till 
this morning during harvest. Robert had been 
careful to remember all his duties, and had been 
much the happier in consequence. It was, indeed, 
a sad thing that he so hastily decided within him- 
self that, because he knew the papers were safe 
upstairs, he could put them into the box just as 
well after as before breakfast. 

The children sat in the morning sunlight with 
the cottage door wide open. They talked fast 
enough, and were happy enough together, their 
thoughts full of all they had to do that day. The 
moment their meal was over the rabbits had to be 
fed, and the pig attended . to, the tea-things to be 
put away, the kitchen swept up, and the kettle to 
be filled. Robert assisted in these operations, for 
they were all eager to set off to glean. " I'll run 
up directly amost and put the papers away," 
thought he. Ah ! if he had ! Even now it would 
not have been too late. 

Now, we know that Robert had been trying to 
do well ; that he loved his mother and father, his 
brother and sisters, arid hoped to go on doing 

c 2 
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better ; but see how a small fault neglected brings 
large consequences with it. 

" Don't you hear a noise, Bobby ? " asked Dick, 
standing still in the doorway to listen, on 
which the other children stood listening intently 
also ; all but Robert, who was at that moment 
putting some sticks and coal ready at hand to 
light up the fire when it should next be wanted. 
His mind was, at the same time, occupied with 
the thought of the papers, the happy hours they 
would have together to-day, and his effort to 
finish quickly what he was about, for they were 
all eager to set off. 

" I'm sure I heard something coming by ! " ex- 
claimed Emmy, in some excitement. (A passing 
carriage, or even a waggon, was always watched 
with interest by the village children.) 

" Come on ! make haste, Bobby ! M called out 
Dick. 

He and the other children were just ready to 
start, and Robert had the box in his hand, intend- 
ing to rush upstairs with it, when Emmy suddenly 
called out, " Oh ! Bobby ! Bobby, come here ! 
quick ! to the garden gate ! " 

Helter-skelter the children followed each other, 
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and great was their excitement at beholding the long 
procession which was passing down the lane. Tra- 
velling carts of every size and shape, some drawn by 
horses, some 
by donkeys ; 



gipsy men 
and women in 
their dirty, 
picturesque 
garments; 
gipsy chil- 
dren, in rag- 
ged clothes, 
running 
alongside 
barefoot, or 
carried at 
their mothers' 
backs. 

Emmy, 
with her rosy 
mouth as wide 
open as her blue eyes, watched them all go by, 
and Robert was as much excited as his little 
sister. They wondered where all the carts -aaA. 
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the gipsies were going, whereabouts in the carts 
the little gipsy children slept, and a thousand 
other things. They were still talking together when 
their mothers friend and neighbour, Mrs. Ware, 
came in to do the cooking she had undertaken. 

" Oh ! we didn't expect you so early," cried 
Robert, " or we wouldn't have put the fire out." 

" I'll soon light it," said Mrs. Ware cheerfully. 
" But I was forced to come now, or not at all, for 
IVe some work come along unexpected." 

Mrs. Ware went straight into the cottage, and 
as soon as she had thrown aside her bonnet began 
to light up the fire. There was no paper at hand, 
so she called to the children for some, but they 
did not hear, and, full of the necessity for hasty 
action, she mounted the stairs to fetch some old 
newspaper she remembered to have noticed the 
day before. The newspaper was no longer there, 
but there were some old folded bits of paper on 
the chair by Master Watson's bed. 

" This bit or two will do," thought she ; and in 
three minutes more all the carefully preserved 
receipts for rent were shrivelling in the newly 
relighted fire ! 



CHAPTER IV 

WHAT ROBERT DID ! 




REAMING nothing of what had hap- 
pened, Robert still stood by the garden 
gate gazing after the unusual sight, 
though the very last of it had vanished. But he 
had not forgotten what he had to do ; he had only 
put off doing it. 

"All of you go on — I'll overtake you in a few 
minutes," he said to his sisters and brother. 

" Oh ! start with us, Bobby, do ! " entreated 
Emmy. 

" I can't, Em. Father told me to be sure and 
do something for him before I went off this 
morning. But I'll run after you quick ! " 

Emmy and the others knew that what their 
father enjoined must be attended to, so they 
started off without Robert, though Emmy often 
looked behind to see if he was comity 
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Poor Emmy! how long — how very long she 
looked before she saw her brother again. 

Meanwhile Robert caught up the tin case, and 
at last hastily mounted the steep cottage stairs, 
thinking he had but to snatch up the papers, lock 
the box, put the key safely away, and that then he 
would run after Emmy, and, perhaps, get first to 
the wheat-field after all. 

But all the papers were not there ! One or two 
had fallen on the floor, and one small packet lay 
on the chair — the one chair in his fathers bed-room. 
Where were the rest ? Robert had often seen them, 
and knew well enough that there were more papers 
than those which were on the chair before him. In 
great trouble and fear he looked hastily about — on 
the bed, on the floor, on the window-seat ; there was 
nowhere else to look. Could his father have left 
some downstairs ? With trembling limbs he stum- 
bled down to the kitchen, and began to search in 
so anxious a manner that Mrs. Ware exclaimed, 
"Whatever are you looking for so earnest, Bobby ?" 

"Some papers of father's/ 1 answered the boy, 
with a shaking voice. 

" Papers ! " said Mrs. Ware, " they weren't those 
its of paper upstairs, I hope, in Mr. Watson's 

tn r 
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" Oh ! Mrs. Ware, you haven't touched them ?" 
cried the distressed boy. 

" Eh, but I have ! I didn't know as they was 
of consequence, poor bits o' paper like them. I 
lighted up the fire with 'em just now, being in such 
a hurry, for I called and none of you answered ! " 

Robert heard, but did not reply. His trouble of 
mind was too sore. How should he bear it ? If 
it had been anything else that had happened — any- 
thing which tune could mend, or his own efforts 
undo, he could have hoped for his father's forgive- 
ness, but the papers were burnt ; gone for ever ! 
they could never be replaced ! His father would 
therefore never forgive him. Thus he reasoned, 
or rather this was the thought which swept through 
his brain. Mrs. Ware went on talking to him, 
and repeating how sorry she was ; but he did not 
take in her words. How could he face his father's 
anger that night ? How could he bear the severe 
chastisement he would inflict ? These were the 
two questions, so terrible to the boy, which shaped 
themselves in his mind, and many minutes had 
not passed before he told himself he could bear 
neither the punishment he feared, nor his father's 
anger. He would fly from both! he would tvixs. 
away, and hide himself for ever \ 
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" Don't take on so, Bobby ! After all, it was 
my doings," said Mrs. Ware, seeing the boy sit 
motionless with his face hidden in his jacket sleeve. 

He staggered to his feet, but did not speak ; he 
must not tell her what he had resolved on. 

Robert's whole wealth in this world consisted of 
his clothes and eighteen-pence. This money he 
had hoarded during many weeks ; he had earned 
it, a few pence at a time, by going errands for 
Mrs. Breeley. He must take it with him now, for 
he would want to get as far as he could from 
home by the help of the railway, and when he 
left the train he must go on walking — walking for 
miles and miles till he had got so far from Lington 
that no one there would ever find him. To get 
very far away was the thought which now took 
entire possession of his mind ; so, whilst Emmy 
often interrupted her walk to look back to see 
if her brother was running to overtake her, he 
was running in quite an opposite direction towards 
Lington Station, which was two miles away from 
the village. He had only waited to put on his Sun- 
day jacket, to take part of a loaf and hide it in his 
pocket (for he remembered that else he might die 
of hunger, and he meant to spend all of his shilling 
and sixpence to carry \nm as fax oft *s ^rasft&s£y 
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Then he wrote two lines on a strip of paper, 
which he asked Mrs. Ware to give to his mother 
when she saw her. Mrs. Ware could not read, so 
it was safe with her, and if he did not leave some 
word for his mother she might fret about him, and 
fancy he was drowned, or that some harm had come 
to him. So he wrote, " I can't bear it, mother — 
the papers are burnt — so I must run away." 

" Give this to mother, please ; — next time you 
see her," said Robert, in a husky voice. 

" You'll see her before me, Bobby, so what's 
the use of my taking it ?" asked Mrs. Ware, who 
little guessed what the boy was going to do. 

" I'll put it here then, in the middle of the table, 
under fathers mug," answered Robert, and without 
another word ran off. 

Off through the fields, — over the hedges, — along 
the high road, till he reached the station. 

Twice, and only twice before in his life had he 
travelled a short distance by railway, but he had 
often gone to the station to fetch parcels for Mrs. 
Breeley, and he knew how to get a ticket, for he 
had watched other people get theirs. 

" Can I get third-class a little way on towards 
London for this ?" asked the boy, shovdv^ \3&r. 
clerk at the ticket-office his eigYvteeTv-^wcs.* 
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" Three stations on," answered the man, smiling. 
" Trails just in — here it comes ! " 

And in another four minutes Robert was speed- 
ing away towards London. His mind was in the 
greatest possible tumult, as well it might be, for 
his whole past life was uprooted as in a moment. 
Not, however, the habit of his life ; not the things 
which he had learned, the lessons concerning right 
and wrong, God and heaven. These things followed 
him, or rather formed part of him, and they rushed 
to his heart with added force. Often, very often, 
had he heard the story of Jonah. It had always 
delighted him ; he and Emmy were never tired of 
hearing it when their mother proposed to read a 
chapter in the Bible on Sundays after tea. It had 
made a deep impression on him, that story of the 
prophet fleeing from duty and yet unable to escape 
it, — forced back to it whether he would or no. 

It added to his misery to feel that he was like 
Jonah ; that he was trying to escape his duty, and 
that perhaps God would not allow him to do so. 

" Go back ! What if he should have to go back 
after all !" He shuddered at the idea, and in the 
midst of these fears and misgivings he arrived at 
his destination, and was left standing, bewildered, 
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on the platform as the train he had just quitted 
thundered on without him. What was he to do 
next ? He had but one penny in his pocket — 
but one penny left of the one and sixpence. That 
he would keep to buy some milk with to-morrow ; 
to-day he must walk on — a great distance. 

11 That's the way out, boy ! " said a porter, 
noticing his hesitation. 

" I want to go towards London," said Robert. 

"There's the road then — right afore you," 
replied the man. 

The boy was soon in the road pointed out to 
him, plodding steadily on — leaving home behind 
him. The train had already carried him several 
miles; and Robert, a healthy, active boy accus- 
tomed to be always on his feet, urged on by the fear 
and excitement from which he was suffering, made 
his way on mile after mile without feeling bodily 
fatigue. But for some time past the road had been 
hilly, and the boy began to walk more and more 
slowly. He felt so far from home and all belonging 
to it now, that grief began to take the place of fear. 
He had accomplished his flight; no one here- 
abouts could possibly know him ; in that way 
there was nothing to terrify him. 
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It had been near ten o'clock in the morning 
when Robert ran away from Lington, but he 
knew by the look of the sun that the afternoon 
was now far advanced, — that it must be the time 
when his father would be expected home. 

Emmy and the others would already be there ; 
how they must have wondered that he had not 
come to them in the harvest-field, and at not 
seeing him when they got back ! But had any of 
them found the scrap of paper, left under the mug 
in the middle of the table ? His mother must be 
still at Mrs. Breeley's ; she could not yet know of 
his flight — and at this thought of his mother, and 
of them all at home, the boy suddenly gave way, 
sat down by the side of the lonely road, and was 
nearly choked with sobs. But yet he never 
thought of returning ; — to him that was an impos- 
sibility. He had done something he could not 
repair, and his father would therefore never, never 
forgive him ! Thus the boy judged in his despair, 
nor ever stayed to ask himself whether it were pos- 
sible that he might both have judged amiss, and 
wronged his father by his belief. 




CHAPTER V. 

IN THE COTTAGE! 

IE now know what had induced Robert's 
flight, and we know, too, something of 
its consequences to himself ; let us see 
what had followed from it in his cottage home. 

" Wherever can Bobby be ! " Emmy had ex- 
claimed a dozen times and more that morning, 
and soon the other children asked the same 
question, for the hours wore on, dinner-time 
came, but their brother did not appear. 

Still, none of them were alarmed; they were 
only sorry that " Bobby had not come," for they 
knew he loved to be out in the harvest-fields, and 
they supposed that whatever it was that their 
father had told him to do had kept him away 
from them. 

Soon they became absorbed in their work, 
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which they continued heartily, with but a short 
rest or two till mid-day, when they all trudged 
homewards. 

There they found the cottage door locked, for 
Mrs. Ware had long since completed her work, 
and left ; but they well knew where to find the 
key, and were soon in the kitchen. 

Their simple dinner was placed ready for them 
on a table under the window, and right glad were 
they to eat it. But still they asked, " Where ever 
can Bobby be ? " 

"He must have had to go to mother at the 
Parsonage. Perhaps Mrs. Breeley wanted him," 
said Dick, Emmy's other brother. 

They all agreed that it must be so, and left off 
wondering about Bobby. 

Mrs. Ware had kindly set the other table ready 
for their fathers evening meal, and the children 
dispersed again without finding the paper that 
Robert had left behind. 

The harvest moon showed its broad and glow- 
ing face high in the sky as evening drew on, before 
Robert's father arrived at home. 

" Where's Bobby, Emmy ? " was his first ques- 
tion* 
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"We don't know, father," answered the little 
girl. "He hasn't been with us all to-day. " 

" Not gleaning ? What's he been doing, then ? " 

" We think he's with mother at the Parsonage," 
answered the child, 

" Ah ! that's it, I'll be bound," said Watson. (It 
was such a common thing for Robert to go to the 
Parsonage.) 

He kissed his little girl, washed his hands, told 
her he was ready for supper, and then — though 
he did not doubt that his son had at once done 
his bidding that morning — he wished to assure 
himself that the tin case, with its contents, was in 
its usual place. So, tired as he was, he mounted 
the stairs. Yes! there was the case, the key 
in it. 

He opened the lid — a very few papers, some 
scattered — lay inside. Where were the others ? 
Why had any been untied ? All were right when 
he left home that day. It was not like Robert to 
meddle with them, he had felt sure that he might 
trust the boy. With a feeling of anger at his 
son's carelessness, he caught up the box, and 
went downstairs, and met his wife at the 
door. 

D 
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" I've got back a bit earlier to-night," said she 
cheerfully, " 'tis such a treat." 

11 I'm right glad to see ye," returned Watson; 
but his brow was clouded, as if something troubled 
him. 

" What is it ? " asked his wife. 

" Where's Robert ? " was Watson's rejoinder. 

"How can I tell ? " she answered ; " hasn't he 
been gleaning to-day ? " 

"It seems not — Emmy says he's never been 
near them since morning." And then he told her 
of the state in which he found the papers. 

" I can't understand it," said Mrs. Watson, 
growing uneasy about Robert, and foreseeing his 
father's displeasure. 

By this time Watson had sat down, for he was 
weary with the heat, and his long day's toil ; but 
he was in no mood to enjoy the meal prepared 
for him. Thankfully, however, he took a draught 
of tea from his mug, and in doing so displaced the 
paper. 

" Why, what's this ? " said he, and, as the light 
was failing, he took it to the door, and read, — 

" I can't bear it, mother — the papers are burnt 
— so I must run away." 
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For a moment poor Watson could not speak, 
and lost all courage to read these few words to 
his wife, for he knew how tenderly she loved 
their boy, and how terribly she would feel this. 
" Run away ! " The words struck him, too, a dread- 
ful blow, such a blow that he sank down, for the 
time speechless. What Robert meant about the 
papers being burned he could not understand ; 
but the papers were no longer in his mind ; it 
was his boy, and his poor wife's trouble which 
now filled his thoughts. But Mrs. Watson, per- 
ceiving his trouble, seized the scrap of paper, and 
having read it, she burst into a violent flood of 
tears, while her frightened children flocked round 
her. It was some minutes before they distinctly 
understood the sad truth ; but at length all of 
them realized the fact that Bobby was gone, and 
they joined their sobs and tears to those of 
their mother. As for their father, he sat still, 
not uttering a word, his face hidden by his 
hands. 

In the midst of this painful scene Mrs. Ware 
came in. She was in much distress when she 
saw the trouble in which her thoughtless action of 
the morning had plunged her neighbours. 

D 2 
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" I thought as I'd better look in to say a word 
about them papers ; but little did I dream the boy 
'ud go and run away because of 'em," said she, 
beginning to shed tears also. " Don't take on so, 
Mrs. Watson ; he must come back sooner or later, 
for I 'spose he hasn't got money to go travelling 
about with." 

This was the first gleam of comfort the sorrow- 
ing family had received. Robert was gone, but 
he might return. It was true he had no money ; 
and when he found himself tired out and hungry, 
what could he do but come home ? Young as he 
was, he could not walk such a very great distance, 
but that they should be likely to hear of him 
somehow from somebody. 

Late as it was growing, poor Watson went off 
to tell his trouble to Mrs. Breeley, and get advice 
about what was best to be done. 

Arrived at the Parsonage, he found the house 
shut up, the tired inmates having already retired 
to rest, all except the cook, and she was fastening 
the house door. 

"What ever brings you here at this time o' 
night, Master Watson ? My heart misgives me 
that there's something amiss." 
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Watson soon told her what was amiss with him, 
and the kind-hearted woman was overwhelmed 
with the sense of what he must be suffering. She 
insisted on going to knock at her mistress's door, 
for though Mr. Breeley must not be disturbed in 
his invalid state, she was sure the mistress would 
willingly say a word to Watson in his trouble if 
she were still up. 

Cook was quite right. Mrs. Breeley hastened 
below. She, too, was greatly distressed at the 
news of Watson's trouble, but she was inclined to 
take Mrs. Ware's view of the matter, as she be- 
lieved Robert must come back in a day or two, as 
he had no money, and was too young to walk far. 
This was another grain of comfort to the poor 
father, and helped to enable him to bear up. He 
hoped, though ever so little, and hope gave him 
courage enough to struggle against absolute de- 
spair. He prayed too, earnestly, for help in his 
need, and felt calmer. " If I threatened him with 
a beating, ma'am, I did it believing it was my 
duty to cure him of his carelessness ; but if God 
sends him back to me, I must do as my wife re- 
commends, — try love first," said the unhappy man, 
with a sob. 



54 WANDERING BLINDFOLD. 

" What you did as a duty, Watson, will never 
bring you despair/' said Mrs. Breeley. "It may 
be you did make a mistake in threatening 
the boy with a beating; we all make mistakes 
at times : but you believed you were right ; 
so now try to hope for what to-morrow may 
bring. He may even come home to-morrow. 
Meantime we will tell everybody in the village, 
and I will send over to the town in the morning ; 
and to the farmers a few miles out ; so that if he 
has found work with them we can get him back 
again. Ill go myself and bring him back if he is 
with any of our neighbours." 

Watson uttered his hearty thanks, and felt 
obliged then to go homewards. He could not 
keep the clergyman's wife talking longer, when he 
knew she had a sick husband to attend to and was 
tired and anxious herself ; and what more could 
be done that night ? Nothing ! In the morning 
he must of necessity be ready for his usual work, 
and yet, for the first time in his life, he felt utterly 
unfit to meet the next day's call on his strength 
and energies. 

As he turned away from the Parsonage and 
^got into the road again, fatigue, excitement, and 
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the weariness of grief almost overmastered him, 
and he nearly gave way as he thought of the 
trouble of his poor boy. It was about this time 
that Robert, in his solitude on Hind Head, had 
felt himself alone with God — had thought of 
Jacob, fleeing from his brother's wrath. And now 
as Watson sat in his grief, alone in the stillness of 
the autumn night, he felt himself more imme- 
diately in the presence of one who cared for him, 
who pitied his grief. "It may have happened 
for some wise purpose. It may teach me more 
wisdom, or more love. O Lord, send the boy 
back to me, and give me of Thy Light ! " 

Then he, too, thought of Jacob, but of Jacob 
when he was Israel, and had been bereaved of 
Joseph. Never had he felt the force of the story 
as he felt it now. It seemed to him that it was the 
most ■ heart-rending recital any one could imagine ; 
but, strange to say, it brought with it another grain 
of comfort ; Jacob — or rather Israel — had had his 
son restored to him ; would he also be so blessed ? 
Jacob had been over fond of his son, of Joseph, and 
this over-affection had brought out the jealousy 
which led to the lad's exile in a strange land, 
and to his long absence from his father. 
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" But 'twas my fault, too, — my over-strictness — 
that has brought this trouble with it. Oh ! if the 
lad comes to any harm ! O Lord, save the child ! 
and watch over him this night, and always !" 

And with this prayer in his heart he rose and 
went homewards ; calling out ever and anon : 
" Bobby! Bobby !" For he said to himself, " The 
boy may be hiding hereabouts, not knowing where 
to go 1 " 

But no answer came to him ; for only the silent 
moon shone down clear and steadily, as it was 
shining at that moment on Robert, now wearily 
trudging down Hind Head to seek some place 
where he might lay his aching limbs. 

Ohl if the boy could only have known his fathers 
heart! If he could only have understood what 
ample store of love and tenderness were there for 
him, how much grief would have been spared to 
him and those he loved. 

But, blind to the real truth, he was ready to 
suffer all extremities rather than return where in 
reality pity, forgiveness, and love — not anger — 
were awaiting him. 




CHAPTER VI. 




HOP-PICKING. 

|0 BERT'S new way of life at the farm 
continued in one monotonous round till 
the harvest was quite gathered in. 
Every day was like the day that had gone before 
it, and at the end of work there was only the dull 
loneliness of his lodging. 

The woman he lodged with was good-hearted, 
but very poor, and herself overloaded with toil ; 
she was too much away from her home to have 
time to make the house bright and comfortable ; 
for after the long hours of work all day, she had to 
clean up, do what cooking was necessary, washing 
and ironing also at times, so that hers was indeed 
a very different home to the happy one to which 
Robert had been accustomed. 

Here there was no rest ; there were always so 
many things to do in the evening, and even on 
Sundays till the afternoon ; so although Rahex*. 



k" 



58 WANDERING BLINDFOLD. 

had no actual work on the one day of rest, yet he 
had no companionship, nothing but dulness and 
loneliness. His landlady was tired and used then 
to go to sleep. He had no books ; church was too 
far off, and he too much fatigued, to go a second 
time ; then, in these afternoons, Robert remember- 
ing his Sundays at home, used to pass the hours 
in bitter regrets. 

"YouVe always been a crying when I comes 
down to get th* tea a Sundays," was the remark 
made with little variation by Mrs. Box. 

Tears, grief, loneliness without any refreshment 
of spirit, are sad companions for a young boy. 
The one break in his week's monotony was going 
to church on Sunday morning ; and there he heard 
good things and saw fresh faces ; but the sound of 
the hymns, the sight of happy families coming 
out of church together, were inexpressibly painful 
to him, cut off for ever as he was from the dear 
ones at home. It was surely well then for the 
boy, though it distressed him keenly at the time, 
that a change in this kind of life should take place. 
And it did come. 

Robert had been taken on to work at the farm 
in the press of business caused by the harvest. 
ow that it was quite gaxhfctedi \xv, *Sxs* V^ \a&. 
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been kept on a fortnight or more to do odd jobs, he 
was told he was no longer wanted. "But I hap- 
pen to know that Mr. Greenways wants more 
hop-pickers ; he has large hop-gardens, and could 
take on more hands ; he lives scarce seven miles 
from here, and you may go with a word from me 
to say you ve been a useful, well-conducted boy 
here, and he'll set you on at once if you know how 
to pick hops," said the good-natured farmer who 
had given Robert employment. 

Robert knew very well how to pick hops, for he 
had earned money in the hop-picking time for two 
years past, and he thanked the farmer, and at once 
resolved to go. Indeed, had he wished it ever so, 
there was nothing else he could do. 

On the next Monday morning, then, very early, 
almost before it was light, he said " good-bye " 
to his poor toiling landlady, and started for Mr. 
Greenways* hop-gardens. 

On the way, he fell in with a man and woman 
and three children, cleanly and neatly dressed, but 
yet whom he guessed might be bound for hop- 
picking like himself ; and so, as he doubted about k 
the way, he asked if they could tell him the road 
to Mr. Greenways'. 

"We're going there ourselves, so N*e^ ^wsw 
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you. A fine year this'll be," answered the man 
good-naturedly. 

" You're going to the hop-picking, I reckon ? " 
questioned the wife. 

Robert said, "Yes, he hoped he should get taken 
on ; and then they all trudged along together. 

As they went, Robert made friends with the 
youngest of the party, a pretty little girl who 
looked just about the same age, and had the same- 
coloured hair, as his own little sister. When he 
asked her her name, and she answered " Emmy," 
Robert could have cried, but he did not allow 
himself to do so before strangers. But when this 
Emmy put her hand in his, and asked him to carry 
her basket, some gleam of satisfaction stole into 
his heart. " She will be a dear little companion 
for me, and I will tell her afterwards about my 
Emmy," thought he, as they trudged on together. 

At length they all arrived at Mr. Green ways', 
and Robert found no difficulty in getting the 
work he had come to seek, as the hop-picking was 
to begin next day ; so he, with his new com- 
panions, had to look for some sort of lodging. 
Every place in the village and out of it, sheds, 
bams, and temporary places of shelter erected for 
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" the pickers," were full, except one rather decent 
cottage kept by an old widow ; who agreed, as 
they appeared very decent people, to take them 
in, and let them cook for themselves. 

The accommodation was scanty indeed, but it 
was a most comfortable resting-place compared to 
many they had seen. 

Next day his new work began in earnest, and 
the bustle, life, and stir of the hop-garden, the in- 
vigorating air, the change of employment, the 
voices near him in merry talk, all proved bene- 
ficial to the poor boy's jaded spirit. He dwelt less 
on his own isolation, and began to calculate if he 
could save enough this hop-picking to buy himself 
a good change of clothes and have something over 
besides ; and though he knew, in the depth of his 
heart, that he could never be happy as long as he 
lived divided from all he loved, yet he hoped he 
should not always suffer as he had suffered during 
the past few weeks, — it was so dreadful. 

His little companion, Emmy, worked near him, 
and her merry face and artless ways interested and 
attracted him. He had long since told her that 
she reminded him of his own little sister ; and the 
whole family were v£ry friendly to him. 
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He looked back to his life at the farm, and was 
infinitely glad to have left it ; and as hitherto he 
had found work 
so quickly and 
so easily, no dis- 
turbing fear of 
not being able 
always to do so 
troubled him in 
thinking of the 
future. 

Long before 
Sundaycamehe 
found out what 
a wild, lawless 
set he had got 
among; but he 
knew what to 
expect in the great mass of hop-pickers, whilst 
he found some were respectable, well-to-do cot- 
tagers who lived all the year on the spot. 

Robert kept as closely as he could to his new 
companions, or rather to Emmy, for as time 
went on, he found things to distrust in her father 
and mother, things he had been quite unaccus- 
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tomed to see at home. For instance, one Saturday 
night, Lorman, Emmy's father, came in so tipsy 
that Robert was awakened by the disgraceful 
noise he made. On another occasion Mrs. Lor- 
man struck her husband on the face, behaving as 
no decent woman should \ but still they were civil 
to him, even kind, yet Robert began to dislike their 
civility. As for any thought of God, heaven, and 
the duty of living for heaven, none of these things 
appeared to be in their thoughts, even on Sundays. 

On the first Sunday afternoon, as he was sitting 
apart on a sunny bank by himself (Emmy pre- 
ferring to go off for a merry game with some 
companions), he noticed a small group collected at 
the other end of the field, and soon made out that 
a gentleman and two ladies were distributing 
tracts to those who cared for them. Robert drew 
near in time to get one for himself, and to hear the 
gentleman offer to read a chapter in the Bible. 

" We think that many of you, busy with your 
work here from morning to night, may be too 
tired to go to church or chapel, or may not like to 
go to a strange place of worship, and so perhaps 
it may be pleasant to have some few verses of the 
Word of God read to you," said the gentleman. 
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Some few voices answered heartily, " Thank 
you, sir!" some drew near to listen, and Robert 
among the number, but many only stared, going 
on carelessly at a little distance with their occupa- 
tion of the moment. 

The Scripture selected was part of the tenth 
chapter of St. Matthew, and the reader paused 
here and there to offer some explanation in simple 
words, which all could understand. When he 
came to the words, " Fear ye not therefore, ye 
are of more value than many sparrows," Robert 
could not restrain a sob. For he had been think- 
ing, " Was he indeed thus cared for ? Would God 
really take care of him ? Once he had not doubted 
this, but now that he had done wrong, now that he 
had run away from home, would God indeed still 
care for him ? From his heart he wished he could 
ask what the gentleman thought about this, but 
he dared not. His sob, however, had attracted 
attention, and when the reading was over, and a 
hymn sung, and the little group was separating, 
with a promise from the gentleman to meet them 
again next Sunday, the latter drew near, and asked 
Robert " if anything was the matter ?" 




CHAPTER VII. 

A NEW CALAMITY. 

HE kind tone, full of interest, made 
Robert's sob return. 

" I was sorry because — because I'm 
all alone here," answered the boy, after he had 
been urged by both ladies " to say if anything was 
the matter ? " 

" Poor boy ! what, have you got no friends ? 
All the more then will God watch over you if you 
are alone in the world. Remember who takes 
care of the fatherless, and you have just heard 
that God cares for all His creatures, even for the 
sparrows. Be very sure He will never forsake 
you ; but be careful that you never forsake Hint? 

These words troubled Robert, kind as they 
were. He was quite sure that God would not 
forsake those who did not leave the way of right- 
doing ; but he, Robert, had run aw&Y ^ ^^ 
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father, and in so doing had gone from the right 
way. Therefore his conscience was uneasy, as 
he did not dare 
to hope for the 
full forgiveness 
ofH is heavenly 
Father, while 
eh neglected 
to seek that of 
his earthly pa- 
rents. 

But, if ever 
the words " go 
back " came 
into his mind, 
they came as 
an impossi- 
bility for him. 
" ~" "* For him there 

could be no going back ; his father would punish 
him now so terribly that there was nothing for 
it but to do as he could, to bear his dreadful grief 
patiently, work hard, and try to do well in the 
future. 
Robert therefore repressed his tears, and thanked 
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his questioners so well and simply that their in- 
terest in him redoubled. 

" What was he going to do when the hop- 
picking was finished ? " 

" I don't know, Sir. I shall save a bit of 
money, and find some work somewhere, I dare say." 

" There isn't much doing in the winter, except 
for the regular hands. But if you don't hear of 
anything else to do I'll try to get some of the 
farmers to take you on. Come to the reading 
next Sunday, and" (the gentleman spoke seriously) 
" don't be tempted to forget holy things in the 
midst of the hurry of the life going on around 
you, and the carelessness of others." 

With that they said, " good-bye " very kindly ; 
and the boy watched them till the intervening 
ground hid them from sight. 

On going in that evening he immediately offered 
to read his tract to his companions, the Lormans, 
and they consented to listen, but he was brought 
to a pause in his reading by finding Emmy only 
intent on a game of " cat's-cradle," Lorman himself 
fast asleep, and beginning to snore, and his wife 
suddenly interrupting by sharply boxing her 
second girl's face for pinching her e\desX ^&\s&. 

£ 2 
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" I don't understand these things, I confess," 
said Mrs. Lorman, by way of apology to Robert, 
when order was again restored. For some reason 
or other it was plain the Lormans wished to be 
civil to Robert, and gain his confidence. It was 
also plain that the whole family " cared for none of 
those things" Robert was trying to put before them, 
and he reluctantly finished his reading in silence. 

The weather had till now been fine and dry, 
the air was sharp sometimes in the early morning, 
though pleasant and genial the rest of the day ; 
but all at once the wind veered, down came the 
rain in a deluge, and poor Robert suffered much 
from want of a change of clothes. 

This pressing need made him resolve to buy 
some second-hand garments he had seen at the 
village shop, and, with the very next money he 
received to pay part down, and ask if he could 
have them at once. 

Had it not been for this need, and for the boys 
honest eagerness to pay his debt, he would have 
lost all his hard-earned savings ; as it was, the few 
poor clothes he bought and his board and lodging 
for these last weeks was all the profit he got 
from his hop-picking. 
Robert had never ?a\\ed to axxexA x^s. ^Steftxoon 
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Sunday reading; on wet days it took place in 
a shed, and, after the chapter and hymn were 
finished, the ladies and gentlemen always had a 
few kind words to say to the lad. The gentleman 
told him he was going abroad for the winter, that 
his wife's state of health made it necessary they 
should start in a day or two, but that he had not for- 
gotten his promise ; and if, when the hop-picking 
was over, Robert could find no better sort of work, 
he was to go to a farm called Millpond, a couple of 
miles away from Mr. Green ways', and the master 
there had promised to find him some work for a 
few weeks, and perhaps for all the winter. 

" I've told him your name, so there will be no 
mistake, and you'll have some money to go on 
with after this hop-picking," added he. 

Robert uttered his thanks, and felt truly sorry 
to say " good-bye " altogether to this new and kind 
friend ; for by this time the hop-picking was over, 
and Robert had to think of what he would do next. 

But he felt no anxiety, for his savings were 
more than he had hoped ; week by week he had 
paid for his new clothes, food, and lodgings, and 
had laid by quite a handsome sum. He would 
have two pounds and more to go on with ; with 
that he could afford to be a day ot t^o ^\ft\s>\&. 
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work, and use the time to see if he could find 
better employment than what was offered him at 
Millpond Farm, for the wages there were so low 
that he could hardly manage to live on them. 

" We're off to-morrow, early," said Lorman to 
Robert, " you too, I s'pose ? But we've no call to 
repent comin' to the picking, you, nor we, I reckon ?" 

" I've done well as far as money goes," answered 
Robert. 

" Well, that is doing well, isn't it ? Can't do 
better than save money, I should think." 

Robert could not help fearing Lorman would 
soon spend in hard drink what he had been so 
long in gaining by hard labour; he had seen 
enough to be sure of that, but, as I have said, 
Lorman and his wife had been constantly civil to 
him, they were just about to part company, and 
Robert felt anything he could say would be useless. 

Emmy had not cared to play with or listen to 
him so much since he had tried to interest her in 
talking about goodness and heaven ; heaven was 
a strange place to her; indeed, she attached no 
meaning to the word, except the idea that when 
people talked of it one must be still and serious, 
and she liked running about and laughing. 
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The heavy rain had cleared off lately. To-night, 
Saturday, the day they finished the hop-picking, 
it was so mild that the time of year might have 
been Spring. Moreover, it was moonlight. Most 
of the hop-pickers meant to rest the following day, 
and to go home or elsewhere on the Monday. 

Robert meant to rest, too, on the Sunday, go 
quietly to church, read the stories in his tracts (he 
had many now), and start in search of work early 
on Monday. 

He sat apart in the sunshine on some logs of 
wood reading till it was time to go in for his 
supper. Not reading all the time, though, for he 
had a long fit of crying ; on Sundays, more than 
on other days, he thought about home, wondered 
what they were all doing just then ; if they, too, 
ever thought of him ; pictured to himself the 
bright fire, the tea set out, Emmy in her Sunday 
frock, his mother looking so nice in her arm-chair, 
and his father sitting opposite, perhaps telling Dick 
a story, perhaps with Janey or Ellie on his knee. 

But in all these musings he never imagined 
them as being troubled about him. It seemed to 
him that life went on with them the same as 
usual ; that his mother worked up at the Hall 
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now and then ; that his brother and sisters fed 
and took care of the rabbits, and went to and 
from school as before he left them. 

It did not occur to Robert that, by his flight, he 
had uprooted all the family peace and joy. 

Getting up from the log of wood, he was ac- 
costed by Lorman and his wife, who, with Emmy, 
were coming back from the village. 

" Been a reading o' them books agen ?" asked 
Lorman. "Well! I wish I'd been taught to like 
'em when I was as young as you." 

" It's the things they tell about I like to know,' 
said Robert. 

" We're all going in to supper, I s'pose," inter- 
rupted Mrs. Lorman, " so come with us, we shall 
soon enough have to say good-bye now." 

" To-morrow morning," remarked Lorman, care- 
lessly looking up at the sky. 

•• I'm sorry to say good-bye, Bobby," said Emmy. 

w Thank you, Emmy," answered Robert ; and 
they walked in, hand in hand, as they had done 
the first day they made acquaintance. 

% * If you come hop-picking here next year we 

shall meet again,T said Lorman. u We wouldn't 

/kiss the season without going; to the hopping was 

if ei*er stx Sets you u\> fa* ^3&k. x^ssi \ ^ys^s* >a& 
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change of air and scene, like the grand folks. 
Hope you'll come next year." 

"I suppose I shall," replied Robert sadly. 

"Well! friends must part some time ; come in 
and have some supper ; we needn't say good-bye 
till to-morrow, anyhow." 

Robert was soon seated with his companions at 
their evening meal, over which, all, excepting him- 
self, were very merry. They talked of not doing 
up their packages till the morning, and told the 
widow with whom they lodged that they would 
not want to boil their kettle for breakfast till after 
eight o'clock. Robert, however, who meant to be 
off early, did up his few things in a bundle, placed 
them under his head for a pillow, put his money, 
also done up in paper, under it, and was soon 
sound asleep. 

He awoke at his usual hour and was soon 
dressed, but was astonished to hear no stir in the 
Lormans' room ; but he supposed they were 
asleep ; if so, he should go without any more 
" good-byes," and on the whole was not sorry it 
should be so. 

But what was his consternation at hearing a cry 
from the widow, and on hastening below, to find 
her wringing her hands and caXYvcv^ **&•* " ^*^ 
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the cruel, cowardly folks, to rob a poor widow ! 
They've gone off and never paid me for this week 
and a part of last ! and they've taken my nice bit of 
bacon, and the sausages, and two loaves ! Oh ! the 
sinful creatures, to rob a poor lone widow like me!" 

Robert then understood what had happened. The 
whole Lorman family had gone clear off by moon- 
light, stealing all they could lay their hands on, all 
the while pretending they would not pack up till 
the morning. His horror at such wicked decep- 
tion showed itself so plainly in his face that the 
widow stopped in the midst of her own bewailings 
to say, " They've not robbed you, I hope, my poor 
boy ! I mind as how they was asking you what 
you'd earnt t'other night." 

" Oh no ! they couldn't !" cried Robert, turning 
pale, nevertheless. " I put it all under my head 
in a little packet." 

" Go and get it then," said the widow, rocking 
herself piteously to and fro. 

Poor Robert rushed to his humble room ; 
there were his clothes, which had served for his 
pillow, but no search of his could discover 
the two sovereigns and three shillings which he 
had done up so carefully yesterday in a thick bit 
of brown paper, making c\v\\te ^ *tr3& \a&&*. of it. 
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Sick with dread lest his little all should indeed 
be gone, the boy groped everywhere, took one by 
one the poor coverings from his bed, but did it 
without hope ; he knew that he slept soundly, and 
that it would be quite possible for any one to put 
a hand softly under his head, and withdraw the 
small parcel without waking him. Now he under- 
stood the reason of the Lormans' pretended friend- 
ship for him, and of all their talk about the time 
at which they meant to start to-day. 

" You can't find it, I'll be bound," said the widow, 
coming to see what kept the boy. 

Without answering, he burst into passionate 
tears. He had been robbed in a cruel manner ; 
all the savings he had depended on to help him 
in case of need this winter were gone ! 

No chance now to go about the country seeking 
for work ; he must take what he could get to do at 
once, for otherwise starvation stared him in the 
face. Oh ! how he longed to go and tell his 
misfortune to the kind gentleman who used to 
come and read to them on Sunday afternoons, but 
he was gone abroad some days since; they had had 
no reading last Sunday ; the boy felt all alone in 
the world, without money, without help ! 
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One consolation alone remained ; he had paid 
for the clothes he had bought, he having been 
particular to walk straight to the shop and clear 
off part of his small remaining debt every time 
pay-day had come round. 

Thus we see Robert once more as penniless as 
when he first found work after leaving home, and 
quite as desolate ; for though his pain of heart was 
keener then, now it was deeper and more constant, 
since he had made trial of the life in store for him 
and found out its wearing struggle. 

The widow tried to speak a word of comfort to 
him even in her own trouble ; she begged him to 
accept a bit of food and a cup of tea before he left 
her. "I can spare that; yeve been a good, honest 
boy, and paid me up regular ; you didn't wait for 
this mornin' without payin' me all." 

The neighbours soon knew what had happened, 
and expressed great sympathy with Robert and 
the widow ; but that did not bring back the poor 
woman's eatables, nor the money owing to her, nor 
Robert's two pounds. 

The unhappy boy accepted the breakfast offered 
him, and then, with a heavy heart, started for Mill- 
pond Farm. 




CHAPTER VIII. 

MILLPOND FARM. 

[ILLPOND Farm was a straggling, un- 
tidy place, like the pond after which 
it was named. The out-houses were 
tumble-down, the cattle-yard muddy; the pigs 
looked forlorn ; so did the people belonging to the 
place. 

Robert had easily found it, and on his way had 
had many bitter reflections. 

The loss of the money was terrible to him ; it 
cut off his hope of getting a little ahead of the 
world, of feeling safe from want if illness should 
come. Two pounds was a very large sum to 
Robert, and would have kept him a whole month 
without working, had sickness laid him by ; while 
if he remained in good health and got steady 
work, he might buy a few more clothes, which he 
greatly needed ; besides travelling a few miles by 
rail, if necessary, to seek employment. But all these 
possibilities were absolutely cut off now ; the low 
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wages he should get at Millpond Farm he must 
be glad to accept, without hoping to save anything 
out of them, unless by the greatest self-denial. 
But what cut Robert to the heart most deeply in 
this loss, was the belief that Emmy had assisted in 
the robbery. He remembered that latterly she 
would run and put a shilling or two of her own, as 
she called them, under his pillow, saying, " he 
must take care of them for her till morning," and 
then, quite early, before he was stirring, the child 
would run in and snatch the money away. He 
had little doubt that, instructed by her father and 
mother, she had stolen away his earnings when 
she pretended to place her own money there 
the evening before. How well he recollected her 
running in, her hurried " good-night " to him, and 
her last words, " that she should come early in the 
morning " ! 

He had trusted the little girl entirely, and talked 
to her about his Emmy, fancying that she resem- 
bled her ; she, who was a little thief ! Robert felt 
bitterly, as young people do when they are first 
deceived, that he could never trust any one again. 
Later on he learned, what we all learn, that every- 
body in the world is not to be condemned for 
the faults of some. 
Still more deeply distutVAtv^ Vo Robert was the 
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idea that God was displeased with him, or He 
would not have allowed this great trouble to befall 
him. If God was against him, then he was lost in- 
deed! If God was pursuing him with His anger 
he knew he could not fight against Him. It was 
not till some time after this that Robert acknow- 
ledged that God pursues us with His love, allowing 
us indeed (because it is the only way to lead us 
back to Him) to suffer the consequences of our 
sins and errors, but ever watchful, as a loving and 
wise Father, to lead us in all the way wherein we 
should go. 

With these three troubles weighing him down 
he arrived at the farm, and presenting himself at 
the back door, (the approach to which was round a 
muddy pool), he told his name, adding that Mr. 

Mercer had recommended him. 

" Oh, ay ! I remember," said the woman who 

came to speak to him, " but I don't believe as the 

master has any work for ye just now. I'm sure 

he can do without a extry hand." 

Robert looked so distressed, and said so piteously, 

" Please may I ask Mr. Carter if he can give me a 

job ?" that the woman answered, — 

" Yes, you can ask. He's away somewheres on 

the farm now, so you must wait or else go and see if 

you can find him. Fm busy, so do one or t'other 1" 
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And with this she left him. Robert remained 
standing by the muddy pool, over-grown with 
weeds, among which some clamorous ducks, like- 
wise muddy, were noisily seeking their morning 
meal, or some addition to it. 

This new difficulty of possibly not getting work 
overwhelmed him. As he was lingering, irresolute 




what to do, a wretched-looking farm-boy came 
along, carrying a pail of water, and spilling a good 
deal at every step. He stopped to stare at Robert, 
who at once went up to him and asked, " Do you 
know where Mr. Carter is ?" 

He's away to the turnup-6eld, that's where he 
;plied the boy gruffly. 



know 



MILLPOND FARM. 81 

11 And where is the turnip-field ? " continued 
Robert. 

" Down over there? said the uncouth lad, point- 
ing in the direction of two fir-trees, rising up like 
land-marks over the surrounding fields. 

Away went Robert, and in a quarter of an hour 
he had got into the field where Mr. Carter and 
two men were at work. The boys approach at- 
tracted attention, and Mr. Carter came forward to 
ask what he wanted ; which Robert timidly but 
quickly explained. 

A dissatisfied expression came into the farmer s 
face. " I've been expecting ye, and hoping you 
wouldn't come. The fact is I don't want a extry 
hand at this time o' year. Oh, yes ! Mr. Mercer 
spoke about ye, and certainly I promised him to 
take ye on for a bit ; he's been so good to me and 
mine I couldn't well refuse. But it won't be for 
anything like all the winter, and it'll be poor work 
and low wages." 

This was anything but encouraging ; neverthe- 
less Robert answered the farmer with humility, 
and was taken on then and there. 

As the day wore on he puzzled himself as to 
Where he could pass the night. Everything looked 
Wretched and untidy about the farm ; it was a 
depressing place to work at, and no house was 
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visible near it. This day, too, Robert had no 
dinner, as he had no money to buy any, and he 
suffered much from hunger after his long toil. 

At length, when it was quite dark, and work 
was over, Robert ventured to ask if any village 
was near, and heard to his relief that the village 
was only ten minutes walk distant. 

He was quite faint for want of food, and begged 
a draught of milk and water at the farm, and with 
it the woman gave him a slice of bread and some 
cold scraps, which the boy devoured eagerly, and 
then set out in his search for a bed. 

The village was a place as cheerful-looking as 
the farm was dreary ; trim houses, with a clean, 
broad roadway, neat shops, and white door- 
steps. 

Within the blacksmith's door the anvil plied 
merrily ; and as the boy stopped at a distance to 
watch the glowing fire, he heard the sound of 
voices, and the words, " Whom the Lord loveth 
He chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom He 
receiveth." 

Well enough Robert knew the words, but he- 
had not thought of them lately. He listened again^ 
and found that the voice came from a room in a cot- 
tage close by, the door of which was open, as peoples 
were going in. The fact was, that a prayer-meeting, 
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held every Monday night was going on here, and 
the minister was now explaining, in homely words, 
as was his custom, the text he had chosen. Ro- 
bert crept in and listened. It was a great relief to 
him to think that God might, perhaps, not be 
angry with him ; that what he suffered might be 
from God's love. 

" I could bear it so much better if I was sure of 
that," thought Robert, forgetting for the time his 
need of seeking a resting-place for the night. 

The minister continued : " Now is there anyone 
here particularly troubled and anxious; weighed 
down by some great trouble he can't speak of; 
left alone, perhaps, and beginning to think that 
God doesn't care for him ; let him turn to God 
instead of turning away from Him ; and that man 
or woman, that girl or boy, shall find comfort, shall 
find that God does care for him or her. Let him 
think of this text in the midst of his tribulation ; 
c Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth, and 
Scourgeth every son whom He receiveth.' 

" My dear friends, don't we wish that God 
should receive us ? Then don't let us complain, 
don't let us despair if we are scourged, if we are 
chastened. No chastening for the present seemeth 
joyous, but afterwards — afterwards, mind you — 
when we have learned the lessons it was meant to 
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teach us, it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteous- 
ness unto them that are exercised thereby. 

" Now I'm sure you all, my hearers, old or 
young, can understand that. Tis often, very often, 
entirely by our own fault and our own doing that 
we are in trouble, and then we think, perhaps, 
though we don't presume to say so in words, that 
God is hard upon us. But that's a wrong thought. 
Just ask yourselves, honestly, whether a good deal 
of what you are suffering is not brought about by 
your own fault. I know sometimes it isn't ; ill- 
ness, or the sorrow of having a father or brother 
who drinks, or the death of dear friends, these 
things we don't bring on ourselves ; then we 
should take courage from the words of the Lord. 
And, my brethren, we should take courage from 
another text too, though I know it isn't counted to 
be an encouraging one: 'The way of transgressors 
is hard.' Don't you think it is very merciful, very 
kind of the Lord, to order it that the way of sinners 
should be hard ? If it were easy, — if they didn't 
suffer for their wrong-doing — do you think they 
would ever turn away 'from it ? And can a maa 
be happy in evil ? Why, he might possess the 
whole world, yet if he goes on indulging in drink, 
or encouraging an evil temper, he can never enjoy 
the things he possesses. 
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" Let us all try to do the little things of every 
day as if we were in the Lords sight, from love to 
Him and to one another, and depend upon it we 
s iall get light upon our way, we shall get love to 
fliake us understand our trials and bear them. 
There's nothing like doing right to give us under- 
standing in the way of right." 

Robert listened eagerly. The words came home 
to his heart. He had done wrong in running away, 
v ^ry wrong, and it seemed impossible now to him 
tc * undo that wrong, but in his new life he would 
tjr y not to despair ; he would work hard, he would 
s ^ick fast by Gods laws, and never, never forget 
*^is mother. When he was grown up he would find 
*^^r, if she was still alive. Then too, perhaps, after 
^C> many years, his father would forgive him. 

Thus he resolved, and you will see, reader, that 

^ven with all he had suffered, he was not yet in 

Mie right road, because he had not yet determined 

'to go home and set things right by bearing the 

Consequences of his fault. 

When Robert left the prayer-meeting, he asked 
the boy nearest to him if there was a bed to be 
had anywhere. 

" Go to Mrs. Nicholls, down a lane by the post- 
office. She did want a lodger," said the boy. 
Robert soon found the house, and a more 
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wretched-looking hovel, for a human being to 
dwell in, he could not have imagined. 

Mrs. Nicholls was rather deaf, and very poor 
and miserable. She was out at work all day her- 
self, but she promised to give Robert a bed and to 
"do" for him. (The boy afterwards found that 
she expected him to do many things for her> and 
he was glad to help any one so overloaded with 
toil as she was, but he was himself over-fatigued 
with work which was too hard for his strength.) 

Thus he began life again for the third time since 
he left home ; and a hard, hard beginning it was. 
He would not afford himself sufficient food, but 
was resolute in putting aside fourpence or sixpence 
weekly ; his bed was of the hardest and coldest, 
but it was the best Mrs. Nicholls had to offer him, 
and for a better one elsewhere he would have had 
to pay more. Mrs. Nicholls was a rather cross- 
tempered woman, but Robert managed to please 
her by being always kind to her cat and obliging to 
herself. 

" There's a many boys takes pleasure in worritin' 
a poor cat, but you dorit? she remarked. 

No! Robert would have scorned to worry any 
dumb creature, and would rightly have accounted 
it unmanly and wicked. 



CHAPTER IX. 

AGAIN A WANDERER. 

LONG time has passed since Robert 
fled so hastily from his home. It is 
weeks, months now, since the harvest 
was gathered in and the hop-picking was finished. 
Winter has set in and the country is dreary. 
Long days of rain, chilly fogs, sharp winds, and 
then snow and frost, followed by a miserable thaw. 
But December had come round, and Robert knew 
such weather must be expected. It did not make 
him the less miserable, however, as he trudged 
back from work, through the winter night, to his 
wretched shelter. Chill tears stood in his sorrow- 
ful young eyes, and bitter grief gnawed at his 
heart, as he thought of the winter evenings of last 
year ; how blithely he had raced home from school 
through the falling gloom, how bright a fireside 
awaited him ; his mother's kind fate, i-wl Vi-wisx 
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words ; his father, cheery and happy among the 
little ones ; the orderly home ; the nice, hot sup- 
per; the sense of comfort, well-being, and joy. 
How many seemed to care for him then ; now he 
was alone, utterly alone, — a stranger in this great, 
wide, lonely world. How was it to end ? How 
could he go on bearing this lonely misery ? He did 
not think he could be more miserable than he was, 
but in this he was, alas ! mistaken. For now at 
least he possessed a rough shelter, and food to eat 
— but he was about to lose both. As he was 
leaving work next day, the master came up to 
him : — 

" We shall have to turn off all the hands we can 
do without, Watson, now that winter is fairly set 
in; so you'll have to find other work after 
Saturday." 

Other work ! where was he to find it ? There 
was no work to be had anywhere now ! And to 
be without work meant that he would be withou' 
food, without shelter! The poor boy was s 
stunned that he could answer nothing, excej 
" Very well, sir," as he turned away. This was c 
a Tuesday — on Saturday he must begin the woi 
again. On Saturday, that was in five days' tin 
On the Wednesday evening, though it was a bit 
night and he was very tired, he trudged off to 
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if he could get work in the nearest town, a sort of 
overgrown village, with shops and private dwell- 
ings irregularly built and standing side by side. 
From house to house Robert went, asking if an 
errand, boy was wanted, a boy to do odds and 
ends, or anything. But nobody wanted one : 
"Work's slack just now, you see," was the constant 
answer he got. By Saturday evening Robert felt 
worn out, and broken-hearted. He lay still in bed 
all the Sunday morning (to the astonishment of 
the people in the cottage), for indeed he was too 
ill and dejected to rise and go to church, as 
hitherto he had always done, on Sunday mornings. 
In the afternoon, though aching all over, he went 
to the nearest farm and asked if an extra hand 
was wanted there. But he only received the 
same reply as elsewhere. 

" You see we're getting rid of the extra hands 
this winter. The country's dead just now." 

" Til go to London ! in that big place there 
must be something, if ever so little, for a willing 
boy to do," thought Robert. 

How he was to get there he soon settled, too, 
namely, to walk all the way. About London he 
knew nothing, except that it was a very large place, 
and that he had always wished to see it. Now, 
in these sorrowful days, there was but one place 
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he wished to see, and that was the dear home to 
which he believed he could never return. There- 
fore it was no mere wish which made him decide 
to go to London, but the idea that in so vast a 
city there must be some kind of work for every- 
body to do ! He himself had known two or three 
young men go from his own village to live in 
London, because they had got work there, and 
they were doing very well, he had heard their 
friends say. He knew he was about forty miles 
from London, and he calculated that by walking 
steadily from eight to ten miles a day, in five days 
he should be there. Then he reckoned how he 
should be able to manage with the little money 
he had. During all these long weeks he had saved 
latterly, sometimes fourpence, sometimes sixpence 
a week. He added four fourpences to four six- 
pences, and found that he had three shillings and 
fourpence with which to accomplish the journey to 
London and to begin life anew. By buying a two- 
penny loaf and some milk, he thought he could get 
through the first two days' journey ; on the third 
day he would venture to buy some bread, cheese, 
and beer. By the third day he would be far on 
his road. Of course he must sleep where he could ; 
many people were kind, and might let him lay 
down in a barn or outhouse, and even give him 
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something to eat. Thus calculated the friendless, 
inexperienced boy ; but this effort to arrange his 
future did him good, and roused him from his 
despair. As he turned into the village again, the 
sound of the organ pealed from the church, and he 
remembered that it was Sunday afternoon, and, 
listening, heard a well-remembered hymn. Sud- 
denly he ran to the church porch, taking care to 
tread on the frosty grass so as not to disturb the 
congregation, and, pushing open the great door, 
crept into the nearest empty seat behind it. There, 
where nobody noticed him, he sank upon his knees 
and prayed; for, oh! he felt so very lonely, so 
much in need of help ! Robert prayed fervently 
in his own simple way — prayed that God would 
find work for him to do, and help him on his 
journey, and let him find the way, and not leave 
him quite alone. And then he besought blessings 
on his dear mother and little Emmy, and " on all at 
home." And after this heart-wrung petition his 
troubled mind felt easier, though with the very 
relief came a great sob, and then another, which 
caught the attention of those nearest to him, and 
caused them to look round. The verger, too, ap- 
proached him, whispering, " You'd best go outside ; 
you're disturbing the congregation ! " 

Robert shrank into himself, and stilled his sobs 
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in a moment. The verger did not mean to be 
unkind, but he knew that the officiating clergyman 
was deaf, and often failed to make himself heard 
by his congregation ; hence his anxiety that Robert 
should leave off crying. The latter, poor child ! 
rose silently, and then went out of the church 
porch as suddenly and far more quickly than he 
had entered it. 

" Nobody cares for me ! How should they ? 
No one cares for a poor boy like me ! " moaned he 
to himself. But in this Robert was mistaken. 




CHAPTER X. 

ROBERT REACHES THE END OF HIS JOURNEY. 

IN E day, towards the middle of December, 
a poor, dejected little figure came limping 
along- the stone pavement of the Strand. 
It had been raining heavily the last two days, and 
mud abounded ; a wet mist was slowly increasing 
in density, and the desolation of the streets was 
indescribable. Toiling painfully along came the 
little figure, that of a boy about eleven years of 
age. It would be impossible to give in words a 
full idea of the weariness, the utter forlornness of 
the child's appearance ; to look into his pinched 
and saddened face was heart-breaking. To what 
place was he wending his steps through the 
gathering mist ? Alas ! he was wandering aim- 
lessly — anywhere. He went on mechanically, 
seeking, as in a sort of nightmare, some place 
where he might lay his head. This boy was 
Robert Watson ; he had realized his dream, and 
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reached London yesterday. How had it fared 
with him on the way ? and what was he doing, 
or going to do, now ? He must have fared hardly, 
poor lad, on his weary journey, to be so changed 
from the Robert of such a few days ago ; for he 
had become much thinner, infinitely sadder, more 
hopeless, and he dragged each step wearily. In 
truth he was very ill — ill from want of sufficient food, 
from constant grief of heart, from need of proper 
shelter. But it was clear to him what he would 
do if his weary limbs would support him, and if 
he could live so long. " I must try to get home 
somehow before I die ; and then I'll go and wait 
in the wood near home, and I'll watch till father's 
gone to work ; and then, before Emmy or any of 
'em go to school, I'll run in suddenly to mother, 
and kiss her once more before I die, and kiss 
Emmy and all the others. I must see 'em all 
once more or I can't die — and I know now I can't 
get better — and I'll send my love to father, and 
then before they can stop me, I'll run out and 
hide in the wood, and there I'll die. For I can't 
work now, I'm too weak, and I must kiss mother 
and Emmy just once more !" 

Yes, this was his fixed resolution ; but had it 
come too late ? He had so little strength — how 
was he to retrace those v*eary miles which were 
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so interminable? But though he must die, he 
would not, if it were possible, die before he had 
kissed his mother and his little sister. 

We left poor Robert in the church, consoled 
by his fervent prayer and resolution. Early the 
next day he had put that resolution into effect ; 
and, with his three shillings and fourpence in his 
pocket, and a very small bundle of clothes in his 
hand, he had started for London. The morning 
was clear, the air frosty, and Robert grew painfully 
hungry long before noon, but true to his resolve 
of making shift on a twopenny loaf and a little 
milk, he walked slowly on, suffering from intense 
headache caused by the fatigue and want of food. 
In another hour his strength failed him, and sitting 
down on a fallen tree-trunk by the road-side, the 
weary boy fell asleep, crouching forward, his head 
resting between his hands. He awoke shivering 
violently, night was drawing on, and he looked in 
vain for food or shelter. As he was staring help- 
lessly, at the path stretching before him, a woman, 
with a basket on her arm, came by, and looked at 
his shivering figure as she passed. Robert asked 
her if he was in the right road to London. 

" Yes, my boy, this is the London road sure 
enough ; but you won't get there to-night," an- 
swered she. 
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" No, I knows that ; but is there any place here- 
abouts where I could get some bread and milk, 
and a place to lie down ? For I'm very tired," added 
Robert. 

His manner was so dejected that she looked at 
him more attentively, and felt a great deal of pity 
at the sight of his worn face. " You're welcome to 
a cup of tea and to warm yourself by my kitchen 




fire. As to a bed, I can give you a sack and an 
old rug to lie down upon in the kitchen, so you'd 
best come home with me." 

Robert thanked her heartily, regarding this as 
help from God in his sore need. 

Next day, starting somewhat refreshed, with his 
money still untouched, and provided with a slice 
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of bread and cheese by the good-hearted woman, 
he walked seven miles, without stopping, along the 
London road, and then, unfortunately thinking to 
make a short cut, he took the wrong path through 
a pine wood, and lost himself as night was falling. 
It was almost dark before he got clear of the trees. 
He then asked his way at the first habitation he 
came to, and learned that he had got farther from 
London that day instead of nearer to it. His in- 
quiries were gruffly answered — no chance of food 
or lodging here ; but the boy was so weary he 
could go no further, and, noticing a summer-house 

• 

m the trim garden, he was fain to creep into 
that, and remain there shivering through the 
night, folding the few wraps in his bundle round 
him, and getting a little sleep in spite of the cold. 
Directly it grew light he went softly out of the 
arbour into the road, and then saw he was at a 
Lodge, leading to a large house which stood in a 
grand park. As he resumed his weary journey 
he was so ill from cold and want of nourishing 
food, that he felt he must break into his carefully- 
guarded savings at the first village inn to buy a 
cu p of hot tea or coffee. When would that Inn 
a Ppear ? He was a dreary time reaching it, and 
there spent sixpence of his money for some 
Wr etched refreshment; but this did not trouble 
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him so much as learning " that he had better g< 
back into the road he left yesterday — that was hi 
nearest way to London." 

In this weary "getting back" Robert spent tw» — *c 
exhausting days. He asked his way many time^^ .s, 
and every one told him something different ; j -> f 
least so it seemed to him, and he grew as bewi" _il- 
dered as he was depressed. By this time he ha^atd 

been four days on the road, and from the distant ^j e 

he had traversed should have been close — to 
London. One of these last two nights he hr=3d 
passed in an outhouse, which he entered witho* ~^tit 
leave ; but he suffered so much from the cold, tlm. -at 
he expended fourpence the following night for p^^r- 
mission to sleep in a stable at a roadside inn. T lie 
people of the inn locked the door on him that lie 
might carry nothing away ; and here, too, he ex- 
pended threepence for breakfast in the shape °* 
bread and cheese and a mug of warm milk and 
water, and still had enough food for his next me^* 
He learned that he was about thirty miles fro* 1 " 
Town, and once more he set his face toward 
London, where he believed so much work was t1 
be had. On this, the fifth day of his journey, I 1 
came up with a good-natured carter driving" 
team, and this man willingly gave the boy as^' 
in his waggon, and took him some miles on tl 
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road ; but, alas ! as Robert jumped down from the 
waggon too quickly he sprained his left ancle, 
which not only caused him much pain, but obliged 
him to be left lying helpless on his back at the 
roadside public-house, where the carter stopped to 
refresh himself and his horses. The people here 
were kind, bathed the boys foot, and gave him his 
food, but for the accommodation of a bedroom he 
had to pay ninepence a night ; not too much in- 
deed, but the cost sadly diminished his small store. 
He now had only one shilling and threepence left, 
and he learned that he was still thirteen or four- 
teen miles from London. 

Resolved not to spend any more money for a 
eight's lodging, but feeling he could not walk far 
Vet, towards evening he limped a short distance 
^way from his last shelter, and, lingering out of 
^ight, managed to get into the cow-house of the 
*tin when night came on ; leaving early next day be- 
fore any one was about. Once more he plodded 
towards London, determined to keep the high- 
road in future. But he walked with difficulty 
**ow, his ancle being weak ; every step giving him 
Pain. Besides, he was breakfastless, and the win- 
ter morning was chill. " I shall get there early 
to-morrow, though !" he kept repeating to himself. 
This day, by great and painful efforts, and often 
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resting on gates or stone-heaps which he passed, 
he managed to get over seven of the miles which 
lay between him and London. He had been 
forced to spend twopence on the way, for hunger 
had compelled him to buy three halfpenny- worth 
of bread and a halfpenny- worth of milk — not 
much. When night came he asked humbly for 
shelter at the first cottage he passed. The people 
hesitated a long time, but at length unwillingly- 
allowed him to sleep in a shed in their gard< 
giving him some scraps to eat and some ol 
matting to put round him. Nor would they hai 
granted him so much, but that he was now vei 
lame. He was so wretched in the shed that sle< 
was impossible, and he would gladly have cor n- 
tinued on his road, but for the necessity of restim«ig 
his tired and sprained ancle. He looked so fc -jr- 
lorn an object when day broke, that the cottag^^srs 

who had sheltered him, in pity gave him a lai ge 

cup of hot tea. It was weak to be sure, but t ^he 
warmth revived the chilled boy. " To-day I sha^al! 
be in London !" thought he, as he left the cotfcrrge 
behind him. He was right this time. By Sim- 
mcnse perseverance he gained his end, notwEl th- 
standing an enforced rest from the increased j^-3'fl 
he was suffering. But what a chill and dread 
struck into the boys heart as he advanced, to- 
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wards night-fall, into the roar and tumult and 
wretchedness of the great city! Mud, mud, every- 
where ; every one hurrying towards a shelter ; but 
none for him ! 

Was this London ? — the end of his laborious 
journey ? — his hope in his despair ? Why, here no 
°ne stopped so much as to look at him ; here y whom 
could he venture to ask for a night's lodging ? 
Hiere were no friendly places of shelter any- 
where, no fields, no barns or out- houses by the 
^ay-side ; hard stones formed the road, and the 
ftoise bewildered still more the confused and heart- 
Wrung child. 

" Perhaps I have made a mistake after all ! This 
^retched place carit be London ! " 

Thinking thus he made timid inquiries in a 
Poor-looking bakers shop as to his whereabouts, 
a nd heard that he was indeed in London. 

"You're from the country, I 'spose, and have 

* r amped up ? Then I'm sorry for you, my boy," 

Sa id the man who was serving in the shop. 

' Work ? no, I don't know what such as you can 

^ n d to do at this time of year. Everybody's 

^^nting work and money too ; trade's slack ; 

ev ^rybody's complaining ; you're fitter to work on 

a country farm ; that's what you should try for. 

^st g° back to your own village again, where 



102 WANDERING BLINDFOLD. 

people know you, for you are a respectable boy, 
I'm sure, by the look of you. Here take this ; 
and take my advice, and get back home as fast as 
you can." And the man offered him a stale loaf, 
which Robert accepted mechanically, for he felt 
dazed. Was this what he had travelled so far to 
hear? His head throbbed wildly, and his heart 
ached with agony as he left the bakers shop. But 
he would make more inquiries ; surely there must 
be something to do in London. Why, if that were 
all, he could sweep a crossing. " You get enough 
to live on, don't you ? " asked he of a bare -footed 
boy whom he had noticed sweeping the muddy- 
stones as he crossed. 

"Hey?" said the little fellow. "Enough to 
live on, d'ye say ? If ye call it livin' to live as I 
and sich as me lives. No dinner this week, onl— 
scraps, and sometimes not them. There's nc= 
enough for us as are here a'ready, let alone aiw_ 
new uns comin' our way. And, I tell ye whsfc 
we've all agreed to drive a new boy away wi V 
our brooms, so don't you try that dodge, my fimr 
fellow. You go off where you comes from ! " 

With this speech the crossing-sweeper flourish ^ 

his broom, and whistled to another boy employe ^ 

Jike himself. Robert saw they both meant to s« 

on him, and being too >N^a^ Vo 4^ fi^ht, wis 
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made off to a grocer's shop near. Despair alone 

gave him courage to ask "if they wanted an 

errand boy, or a boy to do anything ? " No — be 

off-— we've got our own boys. Be off out of the 

shop!" This was the sort of reply he got at 

more than a dozen different places ; he was now 

utterly broken down ; for in the comfortless streets, 

among the hurrying passengers, there was no 

P^ce of even momentary rest. But at length 

fatigue overpowered him, and he sank down on a 

door-step. " Move on ! " said a policeman at his 

e lbow, "move on! you can't stay here, boy; it's 

n, gh on eleven o'clock at night ! " 

u I can't go on ! " said Robert, looking up. " I 
re ally can't ; I've walked so far." 

c< You can't stay here all night," said the police- 
***3.n gruffly. " You'd best go to a cheap lodging- 
^Ouse if you've got a few pence in your pocket. 
** ourpence a night they charge." 

"A bed for fourpence!" Yes, he still had 

***ore than that, and if he did not get rest and 

^l^ep, he began to feel he should die in the streets. 

AVill you tell me, if you please, sir, where I can 

***ld the lodging ? " asked the boy. 

" I'll show you," replied the man compas- 
sionately, "that'll be the best way, for you're not 
^ London boy — that I can see ! " 
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Robert followed thankfully ; but only intense 
weariness, only despair, would have made him 
pass the night with such a crew as those amongst 
whom he soon found himself. Happily sleep 
overpowered him, and he got through the hours 
of darkness in forgetfulness ; but he awoke with a 
shudder upon him and a fear of his surroundings. 

"I'll try only one more day; by to-night I 
ought to find out if there is any work to be had. 
If there's no work, then I must die ; and I won't 
die here if I can get back into the fields." 

A few hours later another thought, another 
longing took entire possession of his heart — to go 
home once more ; to kiss his mother and Emmy, 
and all of them again before he died ; for he was 
so ill now that he felt he could not recover. 





CHAPTER XI. 

WAS IT TOO LATE ? 

IS too late! I can never do it! I shall 
never see 'em again ! Oh, mother ! oh, 
Emmy ! I must die here, though I 
did pray so earnest I felt as if God must hear 
me ! " So moaned Robert to himself as, next day, 
he suddenly gave up the struggle, and dropped 
down helplessly on the first door-step. 

" You can't stay here, boy ; you must go home," 
said a voice, and there stood another policeman, 
who added decidedly that he must " move on." 

The boy staggered to his feet, but, instead of 
"moving on," he gave one searching look at the 
man with his woe-begone eyes, then grasped his 
arm, and uttered an excited cry, " Oh, Charlie ! 
Charlie ! " 

" Who is it ? Not Robert Watson, surely. Oh, 
Bobby, it is you!" cried the young policeman 
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(who a year since had left the village where 
Robert had been born to come to London). 

" Yes, I'm Robert. And, oh ! Charlie, I'm too 
ill now to get home, as I meant to do. If I could 
have kissed mother and Emmy once more, I 
shouldn't have minded dying. Will you tell 'em 
about me, and give father my love, too, and all 
the others?" 

The young man's voice was husky as he replied, 
" I'll do more than that, I hope. I've heard all 
about you running away when I went down home 
last month. Why they've been doing everything 
they could think of to find you. But cheer up, my 
boy ; by this time to-morrow you'll be with 'em all 
again." 

" But I can't walk. I'm ill now," said Robert 
feebly. In his weak state it had shaken him from 
head to foot to meet this friend who came from 
near his own home, and to be able to. send a last 
message to his mother. 

" You're about starving — that's what you are, I 
expect ; but we'll soon get you round," said 
Charlie encouragingly. "A night's rest and a 
good supper '11 do wonders. See, I've got money, 
and you come along with me." 

He gently but firmly took hold of the boy, as if 
fearing he would escape again, and soon they 



WAS IT TOO LATE t 107 

entered a coffee-house, and ordered there some 
soup and a bed for Robert. The proprietor of 
the place would not have admitted a customer of 
poor Robert's forlorn appearance ; but a few words 
from the young policeman made him willing to do 
so, and the famished child was soon eating some 
warm soup in a snug corner by himself. 




" I shall have to leave you, Bobby, for to-night, 
but all will be right now. You're to stay here till I 
come for you to-morrow morning, mind. Then 
we'll go together to the station, and in three hours 
or so you'll be at home. Get a good sleep to- 
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night; they'll take care of you here, they're 
friends of mine." 

"Oh! Charlie, how good, how kind you are!" 
sobbed Robert. 

" Nonsense ! I'm glad enough to find you, I 
can tell you. But promise me faithfully you'll not 
run away this time." 

" Run away, Charlie ! Why, I can't — I'm too 
ill," answered the boy. " Besides, didn't I tell 
you I want to see mother once again ? " 

" Good night then, arid I'll be here first thing 
to-morrow." And with that "Charlie" hurried 
away, saying in a whisper as he went out, " Have 
an eye on him, Fll get him safe off your hands 
to-morrow." 

" All right ! " was the reply, accompanied by a 
friendly nod. 

Before the young policeman went off duty him- 
self, he had despatched the following telegram to 
Mr. Breeley, who had long since returned to 
Lington : — 

" Robert Watson found. Will go home by the 
mid-day train to-morrow. Have a cart or some- 
thing to meet him." 

As for Robert, think what it was to him to find 
himself once more in a decent bed, to rest his 
aching limbs and head again, to feel sheltered, to 
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know he had a friend near, and, above all, to feel 
that he woutdsee his mother again ! The nourish- 
ing soup had revived him, and the unspeakable 
comfort of feeling rescued lulled him. Not that 
he thought he should get better, or that he could 
ever be a happy boy at home again ; he felt too ill 
to hope that ; besides, was not his father too angry 
with him ? But he would soon now leave off his 
foot-sore wanderings, his heart-broken misery 
would cease ; God had heard his prayers after all ; 
He had led him to find Charlie, to be able to get 
back home again, to kiss his mother before he died ! 
With these thoughts in his mind, and a thanksgiv- 
ing on his lips, he fell asleep. It was late when he 
awoke, and when he did so it was to find Charlie by 
his bedside with a cup of steaming coffee in his hand. 

" How are you this morning, Bobby ? " said the 
young man cheerfully, but he was shocked to see 
the poor boy's wan, changed face. 

" Better ; oh, so much better ! " answered 
Robert gratefully. " I've had a good sleep. Oh ! 
Charlie ! shall I indeed see mother to-day ? " 

" That you shall, and main glad shell be to see 
you ! " 

" But there's father ! I daren't go till he's safe 
away at work ! " said the boy. " He'd beat me so, 
and for running away too." 
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" Yourfather?" said Charlie ; " your poor father 
wouldn't have strength to beat a mouse, let alone 
you. No call to be afraid of him, Bobby/' 

Robert turned paler still, and faintly asked, 
" What's the matter with father ? " 

"Trouble of mind and fretting about you, I 
reckon. He took to his bed three weeks ago, 
and gets weaker and weaker. Doesn't eat, only 
asks for you. But he'll soon get round when he 
knows yorire safe, I'll be bound." 

Robert sank back in bed, overcome with emo- 
tion. Here was wonder upon wonder ! H is father 
ill in bed, helpless, and all through grieving after 
him. He could not have believed such a thing 
possible. Robert had always felt he had a good 
father, who provided him with all needful things to 
the best of his ability ; but to care for him like 
this, so much that he had fallen ill with grief, was 
more than the boy could have imagined in his 
wildest dreams. 

" Astonishes you ? / see," said Charlie kindly. 
" Well, never mind being astonished a bit. Don't 
mind nothing now, except to go home and get 
well, and cheer 'em all up. Why they've all been 
a thinkin' about you, and nothing but you for so 
long, that it'll be like receiving of you back from 
the grave! So cheer up yourself, Bobby, and 
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don't keep dwelling on the past. That's gone and 
a good thing too ; but look forrard to the happy 
meeting you'll have with 'em all, Emmy and the 
neighbours too, as well as your father and mother ! " 

" I can't understand it — it's too wonderful ! God 
did lead me after all ! " said Robert, sobbing at the 
picture called up by Charlie. 

" What you've got to do now is to get well, 
that's all," repeated the young policeman, "because 
that'll cure your father quicker than any doctor. 
Now we mus'n't lose the train. They'll call a cab 
for us as soon as ever you're ready, and have had 
some breakfast. I shall just have time after that 
to put you into the train and see you safe off; and 
you'll get somebody to write and tell me how 
things go, I know." 

With a heart trembling for joy Robert prepared 
for his journey. A few hours had made a won- 
derful change in him. The rest and profound 
sleep, food and shelter, above all, repose of heart 
and new hope, brought back some faint image of 
the boy he had been when he quitted his native 
village. And well it was so, otherwise his poor 
mother's heart would surely have throbbed as 
keenly with sorrow as with joy when she saw her 
son once more. For even now he was so feeble 
that Charlie feared to let him try to walk to the 
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Waterloo Station. They were soon there, where 
Charlie put him into a second-class carriage, first 
finding the Guard and whispering a few words in 
his ear. These few words were an injunction to 
the official not to lose sight of the boy till he was 
safely at Lington Station, in the hands of his 
friends; for Charlie still felt a fear lest Robert, 
panic-stricken even now, might yet evade his best 
friends. But no such thought was in the boy's 
mind as the wonderful train rushed shrieking on 
past fields and towns, bearing him home again. 
Robert's heart gave a great throb as he recognized 
the familiar church spire, the fields and houses of 
his native place once more. 

" I wonder how long I shall be walking the two 
miles ! / must manage to get home now !" mused 
Robert, as the train came to a stand-still at length. 
The boy felt giddy with the journey in his weak 
state and with his great emotion. However, he 
thought that, by resting on the way, he could 
manage to get through the two miles in the 
course of the afternoon. He tried' to reckon what 
time it would be when he arrived at home ; what 
they would all be doing. Would Emmy be back 
from school ? Would his mother be up at the 
Hall ? He knew nothing of the telegram sent 
last night, and that they would all be expecting 
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him. Charlie had impressed on him over again, 
before the train started, that his father was too 
weak to leave his bed ; thinking it better to pre- 
pare Robert for what he must see so soon. 

At last — at last— Robert's journey came to an 
end ; as the train drew up he could see in the near 
distance the church spire, the houses, the trees, he 
remembered so well ! Now the train stopped 
altogether, Robert stood up trembling and shak- 
ing all over, so that he could not open the carriage 
door. But somebody opened it for him, and kindly 
helped him to get out upon the platform, and asked 
very kindly, "Whether he could walk to the car- 
riage, or if he would like to be carried ?" The 
bewildered child looked up and recognized Mr. 
Breeley, the clergyman. 




>v 





CHAPTER XII. 

COMING HOME. 

[EFORE he could reply, some one else 
came up to him, lifted him up in a 
moment, and carried him through the 
station to where a carriage was waiting. In this 
carriage Robert was placed, a fur rug was thrown 
over him, and before the amazed boy had re- 
covered his astonishment, the carriage whirled 
away towards his own home. But who was this 
beside him ? Well enough he recognized the easy 
barouche in which he had so often seen the lady 
at the Hall, Mrs. Penrhyn, drive by. How he 
could be in it struck him speechless ; yes, he re- 
membered the carriage, but who was this in it, 
who flung her arms round him, trying to sob out, 
" Oh ! my own dear boy ! " She was not the lady 
at the Hall; oh no! she was his mother, his own 
dearest mother, whom he had dreamed of running 
in to kiss once more before he died ! But here 
she was with her arms round him, sadly changed 
herself from the bright, healthful, happy woman of 
a few months ago. " Speak to me, dearest Bobby, 



COMING HOME. 115 

or my heart will break," she said, for Robert only 
clung to her, and sobbed, and shivered. And 
then he did find voice to say, " Oh dear, dearest 
mother ! " But it was yet too early for him to ask 
anything connectedly. 

" Your father's better. He revived wonderfully 
when Mr. Breeley came up to tell us the good 
news. He's not been like the same man since. The 
doctor says for sure hell pull him through now to 
be as well as ever he was. My blessings on 
Charlie for all his goodness to you, as long as he 
lives ! " 

" Did Charlie write to you then, mother ? " 
stammered Robert, wondering. 

"He sent Mr. Breeley a telegram, my darling, 
and the whole village soon knew it. Oh! the 
neighbours have been so kind from first to last ! 
Think of Mrs. Penrhyn sending her carriage to 
fetch you, 'cause she knew you was weak and 
couldn't walk ; and she's so good to your dear 
father, coming herself or sending him something 
nourishing every day, and his wages continued just 
as if he was at work. Oh ! Robert dear, the Lord 
has indeed been good to us in our trouble ! " 

Robert wished to tell his mother that he too 
thought God had been good to kirn, but a burst 
of tears came instead of voice. For now that he 
looked back he saw that his very misfortunes had 

H 2 
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been the means of his return home. If he had 
not been robbed of the money saved from his hop- 
picking, he might have held on through the 
winter; he would then never have gone to 
London, never have met Charlie. And if his 
work at the wretched farm had been continued, 
he would still have been dragging on a miserable 
existence there, pining for grief, and for ever 
separated from those he loved. Now he felt that 
it would have killed his mother and father if time 
had passed on, and they had never received any 
tidings of him. It had needed his miserable 
journey to London and all his want of success to 
make him resolve to go back ; and then he met 
Charlie. And what a wonderful thing it was that 
Mrs. Penrhyn, she who was so great a lady, 
should care for a poor little boy like him ; to think 
of her sending her own carriage to fetch him 
because she thought he was ill ! when he had been 
so naughty, too, as to run away, and cause all this 
trouble. As the carriage got near his fathers 
house, he saw quite a crowd round the garden 
gate. All the village seemed to have turned out 
to meet him. Some of the neighbours cried 
" hurrah!" but several were weeping silently. 
But Robert's eyes were fixed on a little figure 
who stood holding open the garden gate, a pale 
child with tears on her once rosy, laughing face. 



COMING HOME. 117 

She had no hat on, that was forgotten in her 
intense anxiety, the winter wind blew her flaxen 
curls hither and thither ; they were not changed, 
but she was. Emmy used not to look like this 
before he ran away ; never before had he seen her 
dimpled face look so anxious ! so unlike her merry 
little self. And behind Emmy crowded his other 
brother and sisters, and Mrs. Ware. His father 
could not come to meet him, for he was still too 
ill to leave his bed ; so John, the tall footman, who 
had lifted Robert into the carriage, now lifted him 
out again, and carried him upstairs to his fathers 
bedside. There was his father, propped up with 
pillows, eagerly straining eyes and ears for his lost 
son's arrival. Wan and worn he was truly, but 
Robert knew well enough who it was that uttered 
such a cry of joy and stretched out loving arms to 
him, as he hid his face upon his fathers breast. 
The first words his father said to him when he 
could speak were these : " I shall get well quick 
enough now I have you, Bobby. 'Twas grieving 
for you was killing me ! I'm a new man a'ready." 
These were indeed strangely different words to 
those he had expected to hear, his welcome won- 
derfully unlike anything of which he had dreamed. 
In a few short hours he had found again his 
mother, his father, Emmy — all he had ever cared 
for. From being a wanderer, he was at home. It 
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was some time before the boy could say anything 
to his father, and when he could speak he only 
faltered, " Oh, dear father ! " 

" Now Robert must go to bed and be quiet, and 
Til see to him myself till he's as strong and hearty 
as ever. A week under my care will do wonders." 

It was the kind doctor who said this ; he had 
been there all the time, only Robert had not 
noticed him. It was he who led Robert away 
from his father's bedside, he who returned to him 
a few minutes afterwards to give him soup and 
wine, and tell him to go to sleep, and try not to 
think any more just now. 

" Sir," said Robert, as the kind gentleman was 
turning away, "there's one thing more — Charlie 
must be written to. I should be so ungrateful if — " 

"I'll write to him myself to-night. I can ask 
his mother for the address, for I shall drive past 
her cottage. Never fear ; he'll get the letter to- 
morrow morning. And we won't forget between 
us to send him the money he spent to bring you 
back home. Good-bye now, my boy. Do as I tell 
you ; try to go to sleep, and forget everything." 

And Robert slept with a sense of infinite well- 
being. God had delivered him from all his 
troubles. Yes, from all ; for his father had freely 
forgiven him, and the boy had now lost all his 
/ear. Never mind t\o>n \X \v& did punish him. 
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Robert felt courage enough and joy enough to 
bear any just punishment manfully. That his 
father would not punish him unjustly he felt 
assured. But in Roberts case the need of punish- 
ment had passed away, and no one thought of 
giving him anything but comfort, repose, and joy. 
He had been punished enough. And he slept 
profoundly — a deep sleep of intense peace, which 
did much towards healing his worn and feeble 
frame. He was astonished to feel how recovered 
he was when he awoke — how much like his former 
self. Why, now he might get quite well again — 
might run once more to school with Emmy, work 
in the garden, feed the rabbits, and help his mother 
as of old. A ray of sunlight, winter sunlight, but 
very bright nevertheless, stole into his tiny window 
as he thought this, opening his eyes to a new 
morning. Loving eyes met his — those of his 
mother. She was gazing at him from near the 
door, not venturing to come across the floor for 
fear of disturbing him. He sprang up joyfully in 
bed, and stretched out his arms to her. 

" The doctors here, my darling boy, and fathers 
so much better he talks of sitting up in the easy 
chair to-day, and we re all so happy this morning, 
as happy as the sun is bright ! " 

" How is he this morning, Mrs. Watson?" said a 
cheery voice behind her, and the kind doctor came 
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in. " Your fathers getting on famously this morn- 
ing, and look how bright your mothers face is ! 
Now ior you, my boy." "Why, I tell you what it 
is," continued he, feeling Robert's pulse, " you'll all 
be ready for Christmas before it comes at this rate. 
Nothing like coming home to cure everybody. He 
may get up to-morrow, Mrs. Watson, in the after- 
noon, and sit by the fire. Give him the soup and 
wine regularly, and let Emmy wait upon him and 
spare you. Fve just been up to the Hall, and 
Mrs. Penrhyn told me you should have all that 
was necessary as long as ever it was wanted." 
Then, speaking to Robert he added, " I did not 
forget to write to Charlie last night. He has my 
letter long before now. His mother says he is to 
come down for a day at Christmas, so you'll see 
your friend very soon. But I've asked him to let 
me know all he paid for sending you back, and 
we'll let him have that directly. Mrs. Penrhyn 
wishes to have the pleasure of repaying him, and 
of sending him a little present besides." 

Robert was truly rejoiced, deeply grateful ! 
Henceforward he prayed that he might bring no- 
thing but joy to his happy home and kind friends. 
He had suffered much, but he had learnt much, 
too, from his sufferings, and wisdom gained in such 
a manner could he ever forget ? 



CHAPTER XIII. 



HAPPINESS. 




EN days had gone by since the events 
related in the last chapter. It was now 
Christmas Day. 

Robert was awakened by the bells pealing out 
a merry chime from the village church, and in a 
moment he rertiembered what happy day it was, 
and where he was ; in his own dear home, instead 
of being a houseless wanderer, and he uttered 
anew a fervent thanksgiving for his present safety. 

Robert was quite well now ; youth and a good 
constitution, the doctors kind care, ease of heart 
and restoration to home had speedily cured the 
boy of his feebleness. He had much happiness to 
look forward to to-day ; his friend Charlie was in 
the village, and, with his mother, was coming to 
dinner at the cottage, his dear father was quite 
well again, little Emmy was her own merry self, 
the neighbours had vied with each other in eager- 
ness to send some gift for Christmas ; while the 
dinner itself, the beef and plum-pudding and 
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other good things were a present from the Hall. 
But better than all this was his deep peace of 
heart, and the feeling that God had forgiven him. 
God had led him home, had not forsaken him, had 
given him far more than before, of his dear fathers 
love. Now he felt he could never be afraid of 
him again — never. Now he saw that if he could 
have had courage to bear the consequences of his 
first fault, all the intervening suffering would have 
been spared him. 

He had not yet been out of doors, but as the 
doctor said he might to-day, they were all to go to 
church together, his mother and all, for Mrs. Ware 
had offered to come and prepare their dinner. It 
seemed like a dream, the past misery, and yet its 
results told him that it was no dream. It was 
bright, frosty, weather, sunshine without snow. 
Never had Robert thought everything about home 
so beautiful. And the pleasant gathering at break- 
fast round his own fireside, Emmy's prattle, his 
mother s kiss, his father's heart-felt blessing ; all 
these things were prized as they were never prized 
before. Later on, in church, Robert thought he 
could not ever have felt the prayers and hymns in 
other days, so keenly did they speak to him now ; 
and he was right, he never had felt them like this 
in old times before his happiness had been over- 
turned and found again so ^otvderfully. 
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As they were returning home all the neighbours 
had a smile or kind word for Robert, and Mrs. 
Penrhyn came 
up to him, though 
she had many 
visitors with her, 
to wish him a 
happy Christmas, 
and say how glad 
she was to see 
him and all his 
family together. 
As she shook 
hands with his 
father and 
mother, Robert 
was doubly 
happy in seeing 
the esteem in 

which they were held. Then as they got near 
home they met Charlie and his mother; and I can 
assure my readers that during the Christmas dinner 
which followed no human beings could possibly 
have been happier, though some tears were shed 
as Charlie told them over again how he had recog- 
nized Robert in the Strand. 

" I was just a ' telling him to move on,' as we're 
obliged to do," said Charlie, "when he gave a cry, 
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suck a cry it was ! joyful and sad too ; and clung 
to my arm. And when I saw who 'twas, I was 
pierced as if all- through-like. Poor little chap, I 
did feel for him and no mistake ! " 

"It was a dreadful trial," — said Robert's father, 
after a moment's silence, for just then he could 
not speak — "a dreadful trial! but we've learned 
a deal from it, all of us. See if we're not happier 
and better for it too all the rest of our lives. And 
as for our neighbours' goodness, it's not to be told 
in words, one and all were the same, rich and 
poor. Seems to me we must remember such 
things even in heaven ! " 

Coming out of church, three days after, the last 
Sunday of the old year, everybody had a kind 
word and a smile for Robert. 

The afternoon was fading into night as the 
happy family party walked home together. A 
walk full of happiness to Robert, who was by his 
father's side, Emmy's little hand grasped in his. 
She still followed her dear brother with loving 
eyes wherever he went, and seemed as if she 
could not yet bear him out of her sight. 

" We'll go to school together again next week, 
Bobby!" whispered she, fondly, when the kind 
neighbours had finished their greetings, and they 
were alone. 

Robert only squeezed Yver hand by way of 
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answer, but the little girl quite understood it. 
Once more they would run through the lane 
together, he, and she, and the others ; once again 
meet their schoolfellows, and better than all, 
Emmy understood that Bobby was very happy 
that it should be so. Had he not already pro- 
mised dozens of times that he would never, never 
leave them all any more ? 

" Bobby ! " said his father suddenly (and, oh ! 
how full of love was his voice), "Bobby, I'm the 
happiest man in all the parish of Lington to-day, 
be the other who he may ! and I know your dear 
mother is the happiest woman. For you, my son, 
was as if dead to me" (Watson's voice faltered, and 
he stopped for a moment), "and you are alive again ; 
you was lost and are found." 

Robert left go of Emmy's hand, and seized that 
of his father, covering it with kisses, feeling though 
he did not say so, that " perfect love casteth out 
fear." Warm glowed the cheerful blaze in the cot- 
tage as they came in ; the firelight danced on the 
walls, and on the tall old kitchen clock, the neatly 
arranged dresser with its shining plates, and on 
the comfortable arm-chair ; and on the white cloth 
which covered the round table tea was ready, and 
a huge cake (unwonted sight !) took up a great deal 
of room. The children's eyes sparkled with joy. 

They were about to utter an exclamation simul- 
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taneously, when they caught sight of a visitor — a 
lady, who came forward smiling to greet the party. 
It was Mrs. Penrhyn. She it was who had sent 
down the cake (kept a secret till now), and she 
who had been having a quiet chat with Robert's 
mother. 

" I waited to see you, Watson, and to say a 
word to Robert before I go home." 

"In this house you're always welcome, Madam 
— welcome with grateful hearts," returned he. 

" I have come to invite you all to the treat next 
Thursday. We are to have tea and supper and 
dancing. It is later than I generally give my 
usual Christmas party, you know ; but how could 
we rejoice together while Robert was away and 
you all so unhappy ? " 

How kind of so great a lady to put off her yearly 
treat to all the village on his account ! The boy 
held down his head to hide the tears that would 
brim over, but Mrs. Penrhyn did not mistake his 
feelings, though he tried to join his thanks to those 
of his father and mother, and could not find words. 
Then Mrs. Penrhyn shook hands with Watson 
and his wife, smiled kindly at Robert, patted 
Emmy's head, and hastily took her departure, not, 
however, before Watson had asked, " May I be 
so bold, Madam, as to offer to see you safe into 
your own gates, seeing 'tis a'most dark now ?" 
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But with thanks the lady said, " No, she had her 
servant waiting ; " and then the Watson family were 
alone to utter aloud their pleasure at the invita- 
tion just received, and at Mrs. Penrhyn's kindness. 
Indeed the manner in which that invitation was 
given was as pleasant to the Watsons as the in- 
vitation itself, so much power have gentle words 
and genial smiles. 

" I've another surprise for you, my Bobby," said 
his mother, whose eyes sparkled with happiness. 
" The lady said as I wasn't to say a word to ye till 
she was well gone. Look here at this parcel she's 
sent for you. Anything like her goodness I never 
heard tell!" 

The gaze of the assembled party was im- 
mediately fixed on a package enrolled in thick 
brown paper, which, when opened, was seen by the 
delighted children to contain new clothes for 
Robert. Yes ! a complete suit ; and this was a 
crowning satisfaction to the poor boy, who had 
secretly deplored that he had nothing now fit to 
wear, since his clothes were spoiled during his long 
and sore journeyings. But now he would be as 
nice as any boy at the tea-drinking up at the Hall, 
now he would have good clothes for school and 
church ; oh ! it was such a pleasure to think of ! 
Nor was Emmy a whit less joyous than he. 

" Til write and tell Charlie ! " said Robert softly 
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" Ah ! do my boy, and a mothers blessing be 
on his head," said Mrs. Watson fervently. " Hell 
always be welcome here, come when he may." 

" Now, children," said Watson, " you listen to 
your father for a moment before we begin our 
happy evening together. For this is the last 
Sunday in the old year, and 'tis fit we should look 
back. Don't let us ever forget all the love our 
friends and neighbours have shown us in our great 
trouble, and let us take a lesson from it ourselves 
to be ready to do deeds of love to everybody that 
needs a kindness. And you, my boy, will never 
misjudge your father again I'm well assured ; so 
this we've all been suffering will do us all good in 
the end. You'll have courage for the future I 
know, and not feel so much afraid of being punished 
as of not doing what is right ! " 

His good father's words sank deeply into 
Robert's mind. He resolved he would indeed try 
to be courageous in the path of well-doing ; and 
on the following morning (with the remembrance 
of that happy evening still glowing in his heart,) 
he resumed the old former home life, with its cares, 
its duties, and its joys, finding in them all some- 
thing to speak to him of God. 

THE END. 
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HISTORICAL SKETCHES OF THE RE- 
FORMATION. By the Rev. Frbdhriok Geo. Lbh, D.O.L., 
Vicar of All Saints', Lambeth, &c, <fec, <fcc. One Volume, post 
octavo, 400pp, 10/6 cloth. 

These historical sketches of the Reformation*, mainly have 
reference to the reign of King Henry the Eighth. In writing 
them Dr. Lee has had the opportunity of consulting several 
important unpublished MSS. in private hands, both at home 
and abroad, as well as the recently arranged English Public 
Records. 

THE COMMERCIAL PRODUCTS OF THE 

SEA ; or, Marine Contributions to Industry and Art: By P. L. 
Simmonds, Author of " The Commercial Products of the Vege- 
table Kingdom." One volume, with numerous Illustrations. 

A GLOSSARY OF PHYSIOLOGICAL, 

ANATOMICAL, AND BIOLOGICAL TERMS; for tfeaxshers 
and Students in Schools and Classes connected with the Science 
and Art Department, and other Examining bodies. By 
Thomas Dunm an, Physiology Lecturer at the Birkbeck Institu- 
tion and the Working Men's College. Crown" 8vt>., cloth 2s. 6d. 

TALKS ABOUT PLANTS; or, Early 

Lessons in Botany. By Mrs. Lankester, Author of "Wild 
Flowers worth notice," " A Plain and Easy Account of British 
Perns," and of the popular portion of Sowerby's English 
Botany. With Six Coloured Plates and numerous Wood En- 
gravings. Crown 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 

THE CRIMEAN CAMPAIGN WITH THE 

CONNAUGHT RANGERS, 1854-55-56. By Lieut-Colonel 
Nathaniel Steevens, late 88th (Connaught Rangers). One 
volume, Demy 8vo., with Map, Scarlet Cloth, 15s. 

CHILD LIFE IN JAPAN, and Japanese 

Child Stories. By M. Chaplin Ayrton, Cives Academiae 
Edinensis, and Eleve de la Faculte* de Medicine d§ Paris. 
With Seven full-page Illustrations, &xa*m «&& ewEcw^^i 
Japanese artists, and numerous Vignette TJlxufasAftsiA. ^rfcr^a. 
4to., Cloth elegant, price 
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MEMORABLE BATTLES IN ENGLISH 

HISTORY : The Military Lives of the Commanders. By W. 
H. Davenport Adams. New and thoroughly Revised Edition. 
With Frontispiece and Plans of Battles. Two vols., Crown 
8vo., Cloth. Price 16s. 

OCEAN AND HER RULERS : A Narrative 

of the Nations who have from the Earliest Ages held Dominion 
over the Sea, comprising a Brief History of Navigation from 
the Remotest Periods up to the Present Time. By Alfred 
Elwbs. New, Enlarged, and thoroughly Revised Edition, with 
16 Illustrations by Walter W. May. Crown 8vo. Price 9a, 



NEW NOVELS. 

MY MOTHER'S DIAMONDS ; A Domestic 

Story for Daughters at Home. In One volume, uniform with 
" Bonnie Lesley." By Maria J. Greer. With a Frontispiece 
by A. Ludovici. Cloth elegant, price 5s. 

"BONNIE LESLEY:" A Novelette in One 

Volume. By Mrs. Herbert Martin, Author of " Cast Adrift." 
With Frontispiece by Miss C. Paterson. Crown 8vo. Cloth 5s. 

LEFT ALONE ; or, The Fortunes of Phillis 

Maitland. By Francis Carr, Author of " Not Lancelot, nor 
another." A New Novel, in One volume, uniform with " Bonnie 
Lesley." Crown 8vo., Cloth, price 5s. 

THE SECRET OF THE SANDS; or, The 

Water Lily and her Crew. A Nautical Novel. By Harry 
Colunqwood. In Two volumes, Crown 8vo., price 12s. 



CHUMS: A Story for the Youngsters, of 

Schoolboy Life and Adventure. By Harleigh Severne, 
Author of " Little Harry Gwynne." Illustrated by Harry 
Furniss. Crown 8vo. Cloth 5s. ; gilt edges, 5s. 6d. 

PASSAGES FROM THE LIFE OF A 

CHURCH OWL, related ^y itself. Foolscap 8vo., sewed, 
price 6d. 
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KINGSTON'S NEW BOOK FOR BOYS. 

THE RIVAL CRUSOES. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

Eight Illustrations by Walter William May. Small Crown 
8vo., price 5s. 

Revised and Enlarged Edition. 

TRUE BLUE; or, The Life and Adventures 

of a British Seaman of the Old School. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With Illustrations by John Gilbert. Imperial X6mo. 
Cloth, price, 6s. ; bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. Cd. 



A NEW UNIFORM SERIES OF FIVE SHILLING VOLS. 

THE DAY OF WONDERS ; A Medley of 

Sense and Nonsense. By M. Sullivan. With 30 Illustrations 
by Gordon Browne. Square Crown 8vo„ gilt edges, price 5s. 

HARTY THE WANDERER; or, Conduct is 

Fate. A Tale by Fairleigh Owen, Author of "Ritter Bell," 
" Steyne's Grief," &c. With 28 Illustrations by John Proctor. 
Square Crown 8vo , gilt edges, price 5s. 

A WAYSIDE POSY. Gathered for Girls. By 

F. Lablache, Author of " Starlight Stories." With 15 Illus- 
trations by A. H. Collins. Square Crown 8vo., gilt edges, 
price 5s. 



THE SEASONS : A Poem by the Rev. O. 

Raymond, LL.B., Author of " The Art of Fishing on the 
principle of avoiding cruelty," " Paradise " and other Poems. 
Foolscap Octavo, with Four Illustrations. Price 2s. 6<L 

MASTERPIECES OF ANTIQUE ART. 

From the celebrated collections in the Vatican, the Louvre, 
and the British Museum. By Stephen Thompson, Author of 
•'Old English Homes," 4< 01d Masters," Ac. Twenty-five 
Examples in Permanent Photography. Super-Royal Quarto. 
Elegantly bound, price Two Guineas. 

" The photographs .... are excellent .... the essays written in an 
agreeable style. Much of what Mr. Thompson has written is certainly 
pleasant, not uninstructive to read, and much of what he has photo- 
graphed is worthy to rank under the title he has given to all." — Times, 

" Cannot be otherwise than of large value to all who practise, study, or 
love art.''— Art Journal. 
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THE NEW GIRL ; or, The Rivals. A Tale 

of School Life. By M. E. B. (Maby E. Gemot), Author of 
"Clement's Trial," "The Three Wishes," &c. Illustrated by 
Alice M. Dawson. Small Or. 8vo., price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

QUEEN DORA : The Life and Lessons of a 

Little Girl, By Kathleen Knox, Author of "Fairy Gifts," 
" Seven Birthdays/' &c. Small Crown 8vo., with 10 Illustra- 
tions by C. Patebson. 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

GREAT AND SMALL : Scenes in the Life 

of Children. Translated, with permission, from the French of 
Mdlle. Laroque, by Miss Habbiet Poole. With 61 Illustra- 
tions by the famous French Artist, Bebtall. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth 3s. 6d.; gilt edges, 4s. 

CASTLES AND THEIR HEROES. By 

Barbara Hutton. Illustrated by Geobgena Bowers. A New 
and Cheaper Edition, price 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

WANDERING BLINDFOLD ; or, A Boy's 

Troubles. By Maby Albebt, Author of "Butterflies and 
Fairies," "Freddie's Latin Lesson," "Holland and her Heroes," 
&c. Illustrated by Alfred Johnson. Super-Royal 16mo., 
price 28. 6d. 



EVERY INCH A KING ; or, The Story of 

Rex and his Friends. By J. Wobthtngton Bliss. Illustrated 
by Harrison Weer. Super-Royal 16mo., price 2s. 6d. 



FAIRY TALES. Published, by command of 

her bright Dazzlingness Gloriana, Queen of Fairyland. By a 
Soldier of the Queen. Post 4to., Illustrated, price 2s. 6dL 

AMY'S WISH, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. 

A Fairy Tale. By Mrs. George Ttlee, Illustrated by 
G. Whjand. A Ne^ Edition, price 2s. 6<L 
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ANIMALS & THEIR SOCIAL POWERS. 

By Mary Turner- Andre wes. Founded upon Authentic Inci- 
dents. With four Illustrations. Super-Royal 16mo., cloth, 
price 2s. 6d. 

FROM PEASANT TO PRINCE : The Life 

of Alexander Menschikoff. Freely translated from the Russian 
by M. A. Pietzker. With Illustrations by R. N^woomb. 
Third Thousand. Foolscap 8vo., cloth, prioe 2s. 6d. 

TEN OF THEM ; or, the Children of Dane- 
hurst. By Mrs. R. M. Bray, Author of "Jack a Nory," 
" Petite," etc. Twelve Illustrations by A. H. Collins. New 
Edition, Third Thousand. Super-Royal 16mo. Price 2s. 6d. 

"A boys' book for which we avow a weakness. Full of humour and 
kindness and the joy of adventurous boyhood." — Saturday Review. 
A lively story. 1 '— Christian World. 
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AUNT ANNETTE'S STORIES TO ADA. 

By Annette A. Salamans. With Illustrations by Louisa 
Gorbaux and G. 0. Murray. Royal 16mo., price Is. 6d. 

TWELVE STORIES OF THE SAYINGS 

AND DOINGS OF ANIMALS. By Mrs. R. Lee, Author 
of " The African Wanderers," " Anecdotes of Animals," &c. 
Illustrations by J. W. Archer. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Sixth Thousand. Royal 16mo., price Is. 6d. 

LONG EVENINGS; or, Stories for my Little 

Friends. By Emilia Marryat (Daughter of the late Captain 
Marryat), Author of " Harry at School, " " A Week by Them- 
selves," " What became of Tommy," &c. Illustrated by John 
Absolon. New and Cheaper Edition. Sixth Thousand. 
Royal 16mo., price Is. 6d. 

LIVE TOYS ; or, Anecdotes of our Four- 
legged and other pets. By Emma Davenport, Author of "Our 
Birthdays," "Happy Holidays," &c, <fec. Illustrated by 
Harrison Weir. New and Cheaper Edition. Fifth Thousand. 
Royal 16mo., price Is. 6d. 
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Bishop Ken's Approach to the Holy Altar. With an Address to 

Young Communicants. Limp Cloth, 8d. ; superior cloth, red 

edges, Is.; French morocco, limp, Is. 6d. ; calf or morocco 

limp, 8s. 6d. ; Russia limp, 4s. 6d. Russian circuit, 6s. With 

Photographs 2s. extra. New and Cheaper Edition. 

%• Clergymen wishing to introduce this Manual can have specimen 
copy, with prices for quantities, post free for six stamps, on application. 

An Illuminated Certificate of Confirmation and First Commu- 
nion. Price 2d. 

A New * ' In Memoriam ' ' Card. Beautifully printed in silver or gold. 
Price 2d. 

%* A reduction made on taking a quantity of the 

above cards. 

Short and Simple Prayers, with. Hymns for the Use of 

Children. By the Author of " Mamma's Bible Stories," ''Fanny 
and her Mamma," " Scripture Histories for Children," etc Six- 
teenth Thousand. Price Is. 

Book of Remembrance (The) for every Day in the Tear. With 
blank space for recording Birthdays, Weddings, &c, &c. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black. Imp. 32mo, 2s. 6<£ gilt edges. 

"A charming little memorial of love and friendship, and happily 
executed as conceived. For a Birthday or other Anniversary nothing 
could be prettier or more appropriate." — Bookseller. 

" Beautifully got up ." — Leeds Mercury. 

* # * This may also be had in various styles of binding, at prices 
ranging from 3*. 6<£ to 10s., or with twelve beautiful Photographs 
from 5s. upwards. 

Emblems of Christian life. Illustrated by W. Harry Rogers, 

in One Hundred Original Designs, from the Writings of the 
Fathers, Old English Poets, &c. Printed by Whittingham, with 
Borders and Initials in Red. Square 8vo. price 10s. 6a\ cloth 
elegant, gilt edges ; 21s. Turkey morocco antique. 

" This splendid book is a marvel of beautiful drawing and printing. 
The emblems have been so grouped as to give, as far as possible, one con- 
secutive series of thoughts. — Literary Churchman. 

" A book full of deep thought, and beautiful, yet quaint, artistic work." 
— Art Journal. 

" Printed throughout in black letter, with red initial letters, it is by far 
the most complete and beautiful specimen we ever have seen." — Examiner. 

Golden Words for Children, from the Book of Life. In English, 
French, and German. A set of Illuminated Cards in Packet. 
Price Is., or bound in cloth interleaved, price 2s. 6c?. gilt edges. 

Asem, the Man Hater : an Eastern Tale by Oliver Goldsmith. 
With Illustrations and. an ^fttonal Introduction. Quarto. 

Price 28, 
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Miscellaneous Books — continued. 

A Catechism of the Thirty-Nine Articles of Religion. By J. W. 

Second Edition, corrected and enlarged. Cloth, price 3s. Gd. 

Caxton's Fifteen O's and other Prayers. Printed by command 
of the Princess Elizabeth, Queen of England and France, and 
also of the Princess Margaret, mother of our Sovereign Lord 
the Eftng. By Wm. Caxton. Reproduced in Photo-Litho- 
graphy by S. Ayling. Quarto, bound in parchment. New and 
cheaper edition, price 6s. 

Plaiting Pictures. A Novel Pastime by which Children can 

CONSTRUCT AND RECONSTRUCT PICTURES FOR THEMSELVES. Four 

Series in Fancy Coloured Wrappers. Oblong 4to, price Is. each. 
First Series. — Juvenile Party — Zoological Gardens— The Gleaner. 
Second Series. — Birds' Pic-nic — Cats' Concert — Three Bears. 
Third Series.— Blind Man's Buff— Children in the Wood — Snow Man. 
Fourth Series. — Grandfather's Birthday— Gymnasium — Playroom. 

The Headlong Career and Woeful Ending of Precocious Piggy. 

By Thomas Hood. Illustrated by his Son. Printed in colours. 

Fifth and cheaper Edition. Fancy wrapper, 4to, price 1*. 

mounted on cloth 2s. 
" The illustrations are intensely humorous." — Hie Critic. 
Poems. By E. L. Floyer. Fcap. 8vo, price 2s. 6d. 

Female Christian Names, and their Teachings. A Gift Book for 

Girls. By Mary E. Bromfield. Beautifully Printed on 

Toned Paper. Imperial 32mo, price Is. 6d. gilt edges. 

** Well fitted for a gift book."— Churchman's Magazine. 
" Interesting and instructive." — Penny Post. 

The Bay Dreams of a Sleepless Man : being a series of Papers 
recently contributed to the Standard, by Frank Ives Scuda- 
more, Esq., G.B. Post 8vo, price 3*. 6d. 
"Decidedly clever and full of good humour." — Graphic. 

Mission from Gape Coast Castle to Ashantee. With a De- 
scriptive Account op that Kingdom. By the late T. Ed- 
ward Bowdich, Esq. New Edition, with preface by his 
daughter, Mrs. Hale. With map of the route to Coomassie. 
Post 8vo. Price 5s. 

Joan of Arc and the Times of Charles the Seventh. By Mrs. 

Bray, Author of " Life of Stothard," etc. Post 8vo, price 7*. Gd. 

" Headers will rise from its perusal, not only with increased informa- 
tion, but with sympathies awakened and elevated." — Times. 

The Good St Louis and His Times. By Mrs. Bray. With 
Portrait. Post 8vo, price Is. Gd, 
" A valuable and interesting record of Louis' reign."— Spectator. 

Sagas from the Far East, or Kalmouk and Mongolian Tales, 

With Historical Preface and Explanatory Notes by the Author 
of *« Household Stories from the Land of Hofer," " Patranas," 

etc. Post 8vo, price 99. 
♦'Wonderful narratives."— Daily News, 
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STANESBY'S ILLUMINATED QIFT BOOKS. 

Every page richly prmHd m Gold and C a l m* * . 

The Bridal Souvenir. New Edition, with a Portrait of the 

Princess Royal. Elegantly bound in white moroeeo* price 21s. 

" A splendid specimen of decorative art, and weU suited sir atoridal gift." 

The Birth-Bay Souvenir. A Book of Thoughts on life and 
Immortality. Price 12s. Gd. cloth ; 18s. morocco eatupw. 

light for the Path ef Iise; from the Hely Seriptuvse. Small 
4to, price 12s. oloth ; 15s. east, gilt edges ; IBs. morooce aaftique. 

The Wisdom ef loteessw; from the Boot of Proverb* Small ito, 
prioe lis. cloth elegant; 18s. calf ; 21s. morocco antique. 

The Floral Gift. Price lis, cloth elegant; 21s. moroooo-etztaa. 

Shakespeare's Household Words. Wish a Photograph from the 
Monument at Stratford-oo-Avan. New and Cheaper Edition, 
Price 6s. cloth elegant ; 10s. 6d. morocco antique. 

" An exquisite little gem, fit to be the Christmas efermg te Titania or 
Queen Mab." 

Aphorisms of the Wise **d Good. With a Photograph** Portrait ef 
Milton. Prioe 6s. oloth elegant; 10s. 6rf. Merooeo antique. 



WORKS BY JOHN TIMBS, F.S.A. 

Notabilia, or Curious and Amusing Facts about Mant Brnos. 
Explained and Illustrated by John Ttjcbs, F.S.A. Post 8vo, 6s. 
" There is a world of wisdom m this book." — Art Journal. 

Ancestral Stories and Traditions of Great Families. Illustrative 
of English History. With Frontispiece. Post 8vo, price 7s. 6d. 
" An interesting and well written book.' 1 — LMerary Churchman. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. A Book of Curious Con- 
tributions to Natural History. Illustrations by Zwkqkeb. 
Second Edition. Post 8vo, gilt edges, price 6s. 
" Will be studied with profit and pleasure." — Athenwum. 



PICTURE BOOKS FOR EVERY CHILD. 

Bound in Elegant Covers , Roy ad 4to y price 3s. 6d. each plain; 7*. 6Vf. 
coloured; 10s, Gd. mounted on cloth and coloured. 

The Attractive Picture Book. A New Gift Book from the Old 
Corner, containing numerous Illustrations by eminent Artists. 

The Favourite Picture Book. With several Hundred Illustrations 
from Drawings by J. Ab&oiak, H. K. Browne (Phis), J. 
Gilbert, T. Landsber, 3. Ijeech., 3 . ^.Yi&rcrc, \L Weib, Ac. 
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Six Shillings each, cloth elegant, with Illustrations. 

Kingston's (W. H. G.) The Missing Ship, or Notes from the 
Log of the "Ouzel. Galley," (bevelled boards, gilt 
edges, 7s. 6d.) 

The Three Admirals, and the Adventures of their 
Young Followers, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, Is. Qd.J 

Three Lieutenants; or, Naval Life in the Nine- 
teenth Century, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d) 

Three Commanders ; or, Active Service Afloat in 
Modern Times. Second Edition. (Bevelled boards 
gilt edges, 7s. 6d.) 

Three Midshipmen (The). New Edition, with 24 
Illustrations by G. Thomas, Pqrtch, etc. (Bevelled 
boards, gilt edges, 7s. Qd.J 

Hurricane Hurry, or The Adventures of a Naval 
Officer during the American War of Independence. 
(bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.) 

True Blue ; or, The Life and Adventures of a British 
Seaman of the Old School. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition. With Illustrations by John Gilbert. Im- 
perial 16mo. (Bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.J 

Ice Maiden and other Stories. By Hans Christian Andersen. 
39 Illustrations by Zwecker. Gilt edges. 

Journey to the Centre of the Earth. Authorized Translation. 
From the French of Jules Verne. New Edition. With 
53 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. (Bevelled bds., gilt edges, 7s 6d.) 

Little Maids. Rhymes with Illustrations by Mrs. W. Kemp. 

Quarto, gilt edges. 

"The compositions are charming, simple, and sometimes graceful and 
forcible — as a book illustrator the artist may take high rank." — Art 



>» 



»» 



»> 



»» 



♦» 



M 



Journal, 



Five Shillings each, Small Post Svo, chth elegant; 

bs. 6d., gilt edges, with Illustrations by Zwecker, Corbould, 

Lawson, Priofo, and other eminent Artists. 

Adventures of Hans Sterk, The South African Hunter and 
Pioneer. By Lieut.-Colonel Dratson, Author of " Tales 
of the Outspan," " The Gentleman Cadet," etc. 

" From first to last, it is full of life and variety, and will also give boys 
some knowledge of the people of South Africa and their mode of life."— 
Nonconformist. 

Chums: A Story for the Youngsters, of Schoolboy Life and 

Adventure. By Harleigh Severne, Author of " Little Harry 
Gwynne." Illustrated by Harry FuKKiaa. 
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Five Shillings each — continued. 

Early Start in life (The). By Emilia Mabbyat Nobbis. 

Gentleman Cadet (The) : His Caeeek and Adventures at the Royal 
Academy, Woolwich. By Ldsut.-Colonel Drayson. 

Gerald and Harry, or The Boys in the North. By Emilia 
Marry at Nobbis. 

Hair-Breadth Escapes, or The Adyentubes of Three Boys in 
South Africa. By the Rev. H. G. Adams. Second Edition. 

Heroes of the Crusades. By Barbara Hutton. Post 8vo. 

Home life in the Highlands. By Lilias Graeme. With Illus- 
trations by 0. 0. Murray. Post 8vo, price 6s. 

Household Stories from the land of Hofer, or Popular Myths 
of Tirol, including the Boss Garden of King Laryn. 

John Deane of Nottingham, His Adyentubes and Exploits: 
a Tale of the Times of William of Orange and Queen Anne. 
By W. H. G. Ktngston. New Edition. 

Out on the Pampas, or The Young Settlers. By*G. A. Henty, 
Author of " The Young Franc Tireurs," etc. 

Patranas, or Spanish Stories, Legendary and Traditional. 
By the Author of " Household Stories." 

Bival Crusoes (The). By W. H. G. Kingston. Eight Illustrations 
by Walter May. 

Swift and Sure, or The Career of Two Brothers. By AT.innq* 
Elwes. 

Tales of the Saracens. By Barbara Huiton. 

Tales of the White Cockade. By Barbara Hutton. 

Wilton of Cuthbert's: A Tale of Undergraduate Jjtfb Thirty 
Yeabs Ago. By the Rev. H. 0. Adams. 

Young Franc Tireuro (The), and their adventures during the 
Fbanco-Pbussian Wab. Second Edition. By G. A. Henty, 
Special Correspondent of the Standard. 
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A NEW UNIFORM SERIES OF FIVE SHILLING VOLS. 

Square Crown 8vo., gilt edges. 

The Day of Wonders : A Medley of Sense and Nonsense. By 

M. Sullivan. 30 Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 

Harty the Wanderer ; or, Conduct is Fate. A Tale by Fairleigh 
Owen. 28 Illustrations by John Proctor. 

A Wayside Posy. Gathered for Girls. * By F. Lablache. 

15 Illustrations by A. H. Collins. 



Fcap. 8vo, Illustrated, price Five Shillings, gilt edges. 

Elwes' (A.) Luke Ashleigh, or School Life in Holland. 

Paul Blake, or A Boi's Perils in Corsica and Montb 
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Neptune' 8 Heroes, or The Sea Kings of England, from Hawkins 
to Franklin. By W. H. Davenport Adams. 

Extraordinary Nursery Rhymes ; New, yet Old. Translated from 
the Original Jingle into Comic Verse by One who was once a 
Child. 60 Illustrations. Small 4 to, price 5s. 



Little Gipsy (The). By Elte Sauvage. Translated by Anna 
Blackwell. Profusely illustrated by Ernest Frolioh. Small 
4to, price 5s. ; extra cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices. Words by Mrs. Broderip. Music 
by Thomas Murbt. With 40 Illustrations. Fcap. 4to, price 5*. 

Stories from the Old and New Testaments. By the Rev. B. H. 
Draper. With 48 Engravings. Fifth edition, price 5*. 

Trimmer's History of the Robins. Written for the Instruction of 
Children on their treatment of Animals. With 24 beautiful 
Engravings from Drawings by Harrison Weir. Seventh 
Thousand. Small 4to, price 5s., gilt edges. 

Talks about Plants, or Early Lessons in Botany. By Mrs. 
Lankester. With six Coloured Plates and numerous Wood 
Engravings. Crown 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 



Four Shillings and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, with 
Illustrations ; or with gilt edges, 5s. 

Alda Graham ; and her Brother Philip. By E. Marryat Norris. 

Book of Oats (The) : a Chit-chat Chronicle of Feline Facts and 
Fancies. By Charles H. Ross. 
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fmr SkiGimgs and Sixpence each — continued. 



the little Exile. By Caroline Peaghet. 

£a*mrift» Fkbftea ia Fran aad Yene. With 24 beautiful Ulna- 
tratioti? troea Drawing* by HiMWW Wsnt. Small 4to. 

I (TW), OR THE VOW OF MOXTROSB. By TUftBiB A HUTTQg. 

Ilhistnstiuiis by J. Lavwil 

ft Daughter (Tk): A Sborx of the Great Takppng 
Rebellion. By Samuel Mossman. 

* 

Modern British Plutarch (The), or Lives of Men Distinguished 
ix the recent Histort of our Country fob their Talents, 
YiKToait and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D. 

Oak Stanoaea, (the) cr The Stories of Lord and Ladt Desmond 
a XarraxsTe of the Times of James XL By Mary and Catherine 
Lee. Second Edition. 

Tales and Legends of Saxony and Lusatia. By W. Westall. 
Theodora: a Tale for Girls. By Emilia Marryat Norris. 
Zipporah, the Jewish Maiden. By M. E. Bewsher. 



** 



Tft/w Shillings and Sixpence plain ; or coloured plates and 

gilt edge*) Four Shillings and Sixpence, Super Royal 

16mo, cloth elegant, tcith Illustrations. 

Aunt Jennys 8 American Pets. By Catherine G. Hoplet. Author 
of "Life in the South," etc Small Post 8vo. 

Brodexip (Mis.) Crosspatch, the Cricket, and the Coanterpane : 
a Patchwork of Story and Song. 

My Grandmother's Budget of Stories ahd Verses. 

Tales of the Toys. Told bt Themselves. 

Tiny Tadpole, and other Tales. 
Cousin Trix, ahd her Welcome Tales. By Georgiana Crate. 

Cosmorama: the Manners and Customs of all Nations of the 

World described. By J. Aspen. 
Distant Homes, or The Graham Family in New Zealand. By 

Mrs. I. E. Atlmer. 

Early Days of English Princes. By Mrs. Russell Gray. New 
and enlarged edition. 

Echoes of an Old Bell, and other Tales of Fairy Lore. By 
the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Facts to Correct Fancies, or Short Narratives of Remarkable 
Women. 

Faggots tot the Firoaida, ox Talxi of Fact and Fancy. By 
Peter Parley. 
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Three Shillings and 8i*pmm eaGh-~c6ntiimd. 

Fairy Land, or Recreation fob the Rising Generation, in Prose 
and Yerse. By Thomas and Jams Hood. Bhwtratod ty £. 
Hood, Jun. Second edition. 

" These Tales axe chairtning. Before ft goes into fbe K*rs«f& #§ xetMfct 
mend all grown-up people should study ' Fairy Land/ '*— Blackwood. 

Feathers and Fairies, or Stories from tb3R Rsaub o» Fancy. 

By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Garden (The), or Fhederick's Mow-ratt IxtoRWftOK torn the 
Management and Formation of a Flower Garden. With 
Illustrations by Sowsrbt* 6«» aofoured* 

Hacco the Dwarf, or The Tower cm thei Mountain, and ether 
Tales. By Lady Lushtngton. 

Happy Home (The), or The Children at the Red House. By 
Lady Lushington. Second Edition. 

Helen in Switzerland. By the Hon. Augusta BeyHblL. 

Holidays among the Kmmtains, or Scenes and Stories of Wales. 
By M. Betham Edwards. 

Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and Illustrated 
by 0. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Engravings. Fcap. 4to. 

" The work of a man who is sure to put some touch of a peculiar genius 
into whatever he does." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Nursery Times, or Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old 

Nurse. 

Flay Room Stories, or How to make Peace. By Georgiana M. 
Craik. 

Peep at the Pixies (A), or Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine. By M. Betham Edwards. 

Seven Birthdays (The), or The Children of Fortune. By 
Kathleen Knox. 

Starlight Stories, told to Bright Eyes and Listening Ears. 
By Fanny Lablaohe. 

Stories of Edward, and his Little Friends. 

Tales of Magic and Meaning. Written and Illustrated by Alfred 
Crowquill. 

Visits to Beechwood Farm. By Catharine Cowper. 



16 NEW AND POPULAR WORKS 

Three Shillings and Sixpence plain, in cloth elegant, or with 
gilt edges, price 4s., ivith Illustrations by eminent Artists. 

Almeria's Castle, or My Eably Life in India and England. By 
Ladt Lusbington. 

Oast Adrift, the Story of a Waif. By Mrs. A. H. Martin. 

Castles and their Heroes. By Barbara Hutton. Illustrated by 
Geobgina Bowers. New and Cheaper Edition. 

Clement's Trial and Victory, or Sowing and Reaping. By 

M.K5. Author of "Little Lisette," &c. Third Thousand. 

Great and Small ; Scenes in the Life of Children. Translated, 
with permission, from the French of Mdlle. Laroque, by Miss 
Harriet Poole. With 61 Illustrations by the famous French 
Artist, Bebtall. 

Grey Towers; or Aunt Hetty's Will. By M. M. Pollard. 

Isabel's Difficulties, or Light on the Daily Path. By M. R. Cabby. 

Joachim's Spectacles : A Legend of Flobenthal. ByM. &C. Leb. 

Kingston's (W.H.G.) Fred Markham in Russia, or, The Boy 
Travellers m the Land of the Czar. Third 
Thousand. 

Manco the Peruvian Chiet Third Edition. 

Mark Sea worth; a Tale of the Indian Ocean. Sixth 
Thousand. 

Peter the Whaler; ms Eably Life and Adventures 
in the Arctic Regions. Eighth Thousand. 

Salt Water, or Neil D'Abcy's Sea Life and Adventures. 

Lee (Mrs.) Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

Fifth Edition. Post 8vo. Illustrated by Wetb. 

„ Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, Reptiles, 
and Fishes. Fourth Edition. Illustrated by Weir. 

,, Adventures in Australia, or The Wandebtngb of Captain 
Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. Third Edition. 

„ The African Wanderers, or Carlos and Antonio. Fifth 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

Little May's Friends, or Country Pets and Pastimes. By 
Annib Whittem. Illustrated by Harbison Weir. 

Louis* Broadhnrst; or Fir&t ^xfekiekctea. B^ A. M. 



»t 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 

My School Days in Paris. By Margaret S. Jeune. With 
Illustrations. Small Post 8vo. 

Meadow Lea, or The Gipsy Children. Fcap. 8vo. 

Millicent and Her Cousins. By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 
Author of "Helen in Switzerland," etc. Second Edition. 
"A capital book for girls. Bright, sparkling, and full of life." — Guardian. 

New Girl (The), or The Rivals; a Tale of School Life. By 
M. E. B. Illustrated. 

North Pole (The) ; and How Charlie Wilson Discovered It. By 

the Author of " Realms of the Ice King," &c. 

Our Old Uncle's Home; and what the Boys did there. By 
Mother Carey. With Illustrations by Walter Crane. 

Queen Dora: The Life and Lessons of a Littlb Girl. By 
Kathleen Knox. With 10 Illustrations by C. Paterson. 

Rosamond Fane, or the Prisoners of St. James. By Mary and 
Catherine Lee. Authors of " Lucy's Campaign," " The Oak 
Staircase," &c. Fourth Thousand. 

The Triumphs of Steam, or Stories from the Lives of Watt, 
Arkwright, and Stephenson. Fifth Edition. 

The Whispers of a Shell, or Stories of the Sea. By Frances 
Freeling Broderep. 

Wild Roses, or Simple Stories of Country Life. By the same. 



Three Shillings and Sixpence each. 

Berries and Blossoms : a Verse Book for Young People. By T. 
Westwood, Author of " The Quest of the SangeralL" Second 
Edition. Imperial 16mo, price 3*. 6d. 

Bible Illustrations, or A Description of Manners and Customs 
peculiar to the East. By the Rev. B. H. Draper. Fourth 
Edition. Revised by Dr. Krrro. 

British History Briefly Told (The), and a description of the 
Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the English. 

Clara Hope, or The Blade and the Ear. By Miss Milner 
Frontispiece by Birket Foster. 



\ 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence each-*Q9Utinu*d. 

Four Seasons (The) ; A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, 

being Fonr Lectures written for the Working Men's Institute, 

Paris. With Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

" Distinguished by extreme fleamets and teem witk inJBWfcatfcn. gt a 
useful and popular character." — Quardian. 

Family Bible Newly Opened (The) ; with Uncle Gaonrvrm's 

Account of rr. By Jeffieys Taylor. Fcap. 8vo. 

"A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, 
feelings, and intelligence of young; paefte.'*— Muemtumml Tim*. 



Glimpses of Nature, and Objects of Interest 
a Visit to the Isle of Wmx. By Mrs. 
one Illustrations. 



POKING 

Fefty^ 



History of the Bobou (The). By Mrs. Tmmber. In Werfa ef 
One Syllable. Edited by the Ber. Gsasles Swbte, M. A. 

Historic*! Acting Charades, or Amusements fob Winter Evenings 
By the Author of " Oat and Dog/* etc. New Edition. Feap.8vo. 
" A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical value."— Illustrated 
Jfewt. 

Bow to be Happy, or Fairt Gifts. 

Infant Amusements, or How to make a Nursery Happy. With 
Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children* 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Post 8vo. 

"We urge parents most strongly to obtain this book forthwith; we know 
of no book that can compare with it in practical value. Sack Cmaptbr 
is worth thb price of the book." — Our Own Firende. 

Letters from Sarawak, addressed to a Child, embracing an 
Account of the Manners, Customs, and Religion of the In- ' 
habitants of Borneo. By Mrs. M'Dougall. 

Man's Boot (The), and otheb Stories in Words of One Syllable. 
Illustrations by Harrison Weds. 

The Mine, or Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Opera- 
tions of tbe Miner and the Products of his Labours. 

Might not Bight, or Stories of the Discovery and Conquest 
of America. 

Modern Sphinx (The). A Collection of Enigmas, Charades, Re- 
buses, Double and Triple Acrostics, Anagrams, Logogrtphs, 
Metagrams, Verbal Puzzles, Conundrums, etc. Fcap. 8vo, 
price 3s. 6c?.; gilt edges, 4s. 
"A charming book for the long winter nights."— BookwlUr. 

Sunbeam: a Fairy Tale. By Mrs. Ptetsker. 

Sylri&'a New Home, a Story for the Young. By Mrs. J* F. B. 
Firth. 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; Five Shillings coloured. 

Bear King (The) : a Narrative confided to the Marines by Jambs 
Greenwood. With Illustrations by Ernest Griset. Small 4to. 

Buzz a Buzz, or The Bees, from the German cf William Busgh. 

By the Author of " My Bee Book." With 135 Illustrations. 

Familiar Natural History. With 42 Illustrations by Harrison 
Weir. 

*** Also, in Two Vols., entitled "British Animals and Birds," 
" Foreign Animals and Birds." 2s, each, plain ; 2s. 6c?. coloured. 

Old Nurse's Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. Illustrated 
by C. H. Bennett. Third Edition. Ninety Engravings. Gilt 

edges. 



Three Shillings plain; Fotir Shillings and Sixpence 

coloured, gilt edges. 

Mamma's Morning Gossips, or Little Bits for Little Birds. 

Being Easy Lessons for One Month in Words of One Syllable, 
and a Story to read for each Week. With 50 Illustrations. 



Three Sliillings, or gilt edges. Three and Snyoence. 

Our Soldiers, or Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant 
Deeds of the British Army during the Reign of Her 
Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. Kingston. With 
Frontispiece. New and Revised Edition. Eighth Thousand. 
With an account of the Abyssinian Expedition. Fcap. 8vo. 

Our Sailors, or Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant 
Deeds of the British Navy. With Frontispiece. New 
and Revised Edition. Eighth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 

" These volumes abundantly prove that both our officers and men in the 
Army and Navy have been found as ready as ever to dare and to do as 
was dared and done of yore, when led by a Nelson or a Wellington." 

Lucy's Campaign: a Story of Adventure. By Mary and 
Catherine Lee. Fcap. 8vo. Gilt edges. 

Fruits of Enterprise, exhibited in the Travels of Belzoni in 
Egypt and Nubia. Fourteenth Edition. With Six Engravings 
by Birket Foster. Price 3s. 
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Two Shillings and Six/pence pMn, Super Royal 16roo, 
cloth elegant, with Illustrations by various artists. 

Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dorking and of the Fat 
Frog. Edited by Mrs. S. 0. Hall. 

Alice and Beatrice. By Grandmamma. 

Amy's Wish, and What Game of It: a Fairy Tale. 

Animate and their Social Powers. By Mart Turner- Andrewes. 

Gat and Bog, or Mbmoirs of Puss and thb Captain. Illustrated 
by Wetjl Tenth Edition. 

Crib and Fly: a Tale of Two Terriers. 

Discontented Children (The), and how they were Cubed. By M. 
and E. Ktrby. Third Edition. 

Doll and Her Friends (The), or Memoirs or the Lady Sebafhina. 

By the Author of " Cat and Dog." Fifth Edition. 

Early Dawn (The), or Stories to Think about. Second Edition. 
Every Inch a King, or The Story of Rex and his Friends. By 
J. W. Bubs. Illustrated by Harbison Wehl 

Fairy Gifts, or A Wallet of Wonders. By Katherine Knox, 

Author of "Father Time's Story Book." 
Fairy Tales. Published by command of her Bright Dazzlingness 

Gloriana, Queen of Fairyland. By a Soldier of the Queen. 

Faithful Hound (The) : a Story in Verse, founded on Fact. By 
Lady Thomas. Imperial I6mo. 

Funny Fables for Little Folks. Second Edition. 

Fun and Earnest, or Rhymes with Bbason. By D*Aboy W. 
Thompson. Illustrated by Charles Bennett. Imperial I6mo. 

Oerty and Hay. Fourth Edition. 

" A charming book for children. Full of tun."— Literary Churchman, 

By the same Author. 

Children of the Parsonage. 

Granny's Story Box. New Edi- 
tion. With 20 Engravings. 

Oar White Violet. Fifth Thou- 
sand. 



Sunny Bays, or A Month at 

the Great Stowb. 
The New Baby. 



Jack Frost and Betty Snow; with other Tales for Wintry Nights 
and Rainy Days. Third Edition. 

Julia Maitland, or, Pbidb goes before a Fall. By M. and E. 
Kjrby. 

Little .Child's Fable Book. Jaxra-ngpflL Progressively in One, Two 
and Three Syllables, lft "Pag© TVtaa. 4*.^&*coWT«& > $\&«<flge*. 



■ 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 

Lost in the Jungle; A Tale of the Indian Mutiny. By 
Augusta Marryat. 

Our Home in the Marsh Land, or Days of Auld Lang Syne. 
By E. L. F. 

Neptune: or The Autobiography of a Newfoundland Dog. 

Odd Stories about Animals: told in Short and Easy Words. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. With Twelve 
Illustrations by Weir Fourth Edition. 

Trottie's Story Book: True Tales in Short Words and Large 
Type. Fifth Edition. Eight Illustrations by Weir. 

Tuppy* or The Autobiography of a Donkey. Illustrated by 
Harrison Weir. Fourth Edition. 



Norris (Emilia Marry at.) A Week by Themselves. 

By the same Author. 

Adrift on the Sea. Seaside Home. 

Children's Pic-Nic (The). Snowed Up. 

Geonry's Great Fault. Stolen Cherries. 

Harry at School. What became of Tommy. 
Paul Howard's Captivity. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. With Sixteen Illustrations 
by John Gilbert- 
Contents : — The History of Joseph — History of Moses — History 
of our Saviour— The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately 6cL each, plain ; Is. coloured. 

Story of Jack and the Giants. 85 Illustrations by Richard Doyle. 

Stories of Julian and His Playfellows. Written by his Mamma. 

Tales from Catland. Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. 
By an Old Tabby. Illus. by H. Weir. Seventh Thousand. 

Talking Bird (The), or The Little Girl who knew what was 
going to happen. By M. and E. Eirby. Second Edition. 

Ten of Them, or The Children of Danehurst. By Mrs. R. M. 
Bray. 

"Those Unlucky Twins!" By A. Lyster. 

The Secret of Wrexford, or Stella Desmond's Secret. By 
Esther Cars, Author of "Madelon." 

Tittle Tattle; and other Stories for Children. By the Author of 
"Little Tales for Tiny Tots," etc. 

Wandering Blindfold, or A Boy's Troubles. By Mask &aakbr« \ 
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Two ShiUmgs and Sixpence, with IJfastrations, cloth 
elegant, or with giU edges, Three Shillings. 

A Child's Influence, or Kathleen and her Great Undue. By 
Lisa Lockyhr. Fcap. %vo. 

'* It shows how great is the power of a loving child to influence her 
aeniors."— Western Morning News. 

Adventures of Kwei, the Chinese Girl. By the Author of "Little 
Lisette," "Clement's Trial and Victory," etc. 

Bertrand Da Guesclin, the Hero of Brittany. By Emile de 
Bonnechose. Translated by Margaret S. Jhune. 

"The high tone of feeling with which it is written makes it specially 
valuable as an educational book, taking education in the sense of formation 
of character. All boys will enjoy it for the aoenes of adventure and hero- 
ism through which It leads them."— Literary Churchman. 

Corner Cottage, and Its Inmates, or Trust in God. By Frances 
Osborne. 



Father Time's Story Book for the Little Ones. By Kathleen 
. Knox, Author of " Fairy Gifts," &c. 

" Charmingly and impressively told." — Art Journal. 

From Peasant to Msoe, or The Lob op Alexanper Pshnce 
MENScmcoinr. From the Russian by Madame P&nznst. 

"A charming Russian tale, tracing the steps of JUnscMkoff dhrem. the 
time of his being a poor lad, to his exaltation under Beter the Qxeat."— 
Daily Review. 

WOHam AUair, or Running away to Sea. By firs. H. Wood, 

Author of "The Channings," etc. 

"There is a faacinatioa about Mrs. Wood's writings from which neither 
old nor young can escape." — BelPs Messenger. 

Davenport's (Kn.) Constance and Nellie, or The Lost Will. 
Our Birthdays, and How to Improve thhm. 
The Happy Holidays, or Brothers and Sisters at Home. 
The Holidays Abroad, or Right at Last. 



» 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence each. 

The Book of Remembrance for every Day in the Year. 

With blank spaces for recording Weddings, Birthdays, &c. 
With Oxford Border Printed in Red. Gilt edges. 

Children of the Olden Time. By the Author of " A Trap to Catch 
a Sunbeam." 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16 mo. 

The Boy's Own Toy Maker: a Practical Illustrated Guide to the 
useful employment of Leisure Hours. By E. Landells. With 
Two Hundred Cuis. Ninth Edition. Royal 16mo» 
"A new and valuable form, of endless amusement." — Nonconformist. 
" We recommend it to ail "who na^e OoX&xssa. to be instructed and 
ttmued."— JBcofMtnirt. 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 

The Seasons ; a Poem by the Rev. 0. Raymond, TiTi.R, Author of 
" The Art of Fishing on the principle of avoiding cruelty," 
" Paradise," and other Poems. Foolscap Octavo, -with Pour 
Illustrations. Price 2s. 6d. 

Spring Time; or, Words in Season. A Book for Girls. By 
Sidney Cox. Third Edition. Small Post 8vo, prim 2j. 64. 

The Girl's Own Toy Maker, and Book of Recreation. By E. 
and A. Landells. Sixth Edition. With 208 Bhwtrations. 
" A perfect magazine of information."— Bhutrated Kewt of the World. 



COMICAL PICTURE BOOK& 

Uniform in Size with "The Struwwelpeter." 

Two Shillings and Sixpence each, with Sixteen large 

Coloured Plates, fancy boards. 

Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. Written and Illus- 
trated by Thomas Hood. 

Spectropia, or Surprising Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts 
everywhere, and of any Colour. By J. H. Brown. Fifth 
Edition. 

" One of the best toy books we have seen." — Athenamm. [News. 

" The illusions are founded on true scientific principles." — Chemical 

Upside Down : a Series of Amusing Pictures from Sketches by the 
late W. McConnell, with Verses by Thomas Hood. 
" Ludicrous and amusing." — Illustrated Times. 



Two Shillings, cloth elegant, with Illustrations, or with 
coloured plates, gilt edges, Three Shillings. 

Fanny and Her Mamma, or Easy Lessons for Children. 

Good in Everything, or The Early History of Gilbert 

Harland. By Mrs. Barwell. Second Edition. 
Infantine Knowledge : a Spelling and Beading Book on a Popular 

Plan. Tenth Edition. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners, in Words of One Syllable. By 
Mrs. Barwell. Eleventh Edition. 

Mamma's Bible Stories, for her Little Boys and Girls. 

Seventeenth Edition. 
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Two Shillings each — continued. 

Mamma's Bible Stories (A Sequel to). Sixth Edition. 

Mamma's Lessons, fob her Little Boys and Girls. 16th Edition. 

Silver Swan (The) : a Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelain. 
Illustrated by John Leech. 

Tales of School life. By Aonbs Loudon. Illustrations by 
Absolon. Second Edition. Royal 16mo. 

Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories (The). By Grandfather 
Grey. Fourth Edition. Royal 16mo. 

Two Shillings each. 

Asem, the Man Hater: An Eastern Tale. By Oliver Goldsmith 
Illustrated. 4to. 

Confessions of a Lost Dog (The). Reported by her Mistress, 
Frances Power Corbe. With a Photograph of the Dog from 
Life, by Frank Haes. Super-royal 16mo. 

Illustrated Paper Model Maker. By E. Landells. 

Rhymes and Pictures about Bread, Tea, Sugar, Cotton, Coals, 
and Gold. By William Newman. Seventy-two Illustrations. 
Price 2s. plain ; Zs. 6a\ coloured. 

%* Each Subject may be had separately, did. plain; Is. coloured, 

Sunday EveningB with Sophia, or Little Talks on Great 
Subjects. Fcap. 8vo. 

Home Amusements: a Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, 
Conundrums, Parlour Games, and Forfeits. 

How to Make Dolls' Furniture and* to Furnish a Doll's House. 
With 70 Illustrations. Small 4to, price 2s. 

Key to Knowledge, or Things in Common Use simply and 
shortly explained. Thirteenth Edition. 

Scenes of Animal life and Character, from Nature and 
Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, fancy boards. 

The Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy Crusoe. By 
Charles H. Ross. With Twenty-three Coloured Illustrations. 

The Remarkable History of the House that Jack Built Illus- 
trated and Illuminated by the Son of a Genius. Coloured. 

The Young Vocalist: a Collection of Twelve Songs, each with an 

Accompaniment for the Pianoforte, selected from Mozart, Weber, 

-Mendelssohn, Spohr, etc. By ' Mrs. Mouncey Bartholomew, 

Associate of the Philharmonic Society. tV^ ^$dc& 2c imitation 

cUth; or 3s.(kL bound in extra cloth, g\U edges. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARBAN. 



25 



One Shilling and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, with 

Illustrations. 

Always Happy, or Anecdotes of Felix and ms Sister Serena. 

Angelo; or, The Pine Forest in the Alps. By Gbraldine 
E. Jewsbury. Illustrated by John Absolon. 5th Thousand. 

Among the Brigands, and other Tales of Adventure. By Mrs. 
Bowen. 

Animal Histories. The Dog. 

Animal Histories. The Robins and Mouse. 

Aunt Annette's Stories to Ada. By Annette A. Salamans. 

Brave Kelly; or, Weak Hands and a Willing Heart. By 
M. E. B. Third Thousand. 

Christian Elliott, or Mrs. Banter's Prize. 

Featherland; or, How the Birds Lived at Grbenlawn. By 

G. M. Fenn. Illustrated, F. W. Keyl, <fec. 4th Thousand. 

Female Christian Names, and their Teachings. By Mrs. 
Bromfield. Gilt edges. 

Grandmamma's Belies, and her Stories about them. By E. E. 
Bowen. 

Holiday Tales. By Florence Wilford. Author of "Nigel 
Bartram's Ideal," etc. 

Humble Life: a Tale of Humble Homes. By the Author of 
" Gerty and May," &c. Illustrated by T. 0. Collins. 

Kingston's (W. H. G.) Child of the Wreck : or, The Loss of 
the Royal George. Illustrated by H. W. Petherick. 



Heroic Wife (The); or, The Adventures of 

a Family on the Banks of the Amazon. Illustrated by 
H. W. Petherick. Fourth Thousand. 

Lady Stoddart's Scottish Tales. 

Lee's (Mrs. R.) Playing at Settlers; or, The Faggot House. 
Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert. 4th Thousand. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings 



of Animals. With Illustrations by J. W. Archer. 

Little Idsette, the Orphan of Alsace. By M. E. B., Author of 
u Clement's Trial and Victory," &c. Fourth Thousand. 



26 NEW AND POPULAB WORKS 

One Shilling and Sixpence each — continued. 

Little Boebuck (The), from the German. Illustrated by Losson. 
Fancy boards (2*. coloured). 

Live Toys; on, Anecdotes of our Four-lbmed and other Pets. 
By Emma Davenport. Illustrated by Harbison Weir. 

Long Evenings ; or, Stories for mt Ltttle Friends. By Emdlia 
Marbyatt. Illustrated by John Absolon. 

Poetry and Nature. Short Poems and Trimmer's Introduction. 

Tales for Boys. Harry's Holiday, and Never Wrong. 

Tales for Girls. Mrs. Leicester's School, and Right and Wrong. 

The Three Wishes. By M. E. B. Royal I6mo. 

Trimmer's (Mrs.) New Testament Lessons. With 40 Engravings. 

Wrecked, Not Lost; or The Pilot and his Companions. By the 
Hon. Mrs. Donbas. 



THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 
One Shilling each, cloth elegant, or, the set in neat Box, 15s. 

A Series of Works for the Young; each Volume with an Illustra- 
tion by a well-known Artist. 

1. The Eskdale Herd Boy. By Lady Stoddart. 

2. Mrs. Leicester's School. By Charles and Mart Lamb. 

3. The History of The Robins. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

4. Memoir of Bob, The Spotted Terrier. 

5. Keeper's Travels in Search of His Master. 

6. The Scottish Orphans. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. Never Wrone; or, the Young Disputant ; & It was only in Fun. 

8. The life and Perambulations of a Mouse. 

9. Easy Introduction to Knowledge of Nature. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. Bight and Wrong. By the Author of "Always Happy." 

11. Harry's Holiday. By Jeffbrys Taylor. 

12. Short Poems and Hymns for Children. 

The above may be haa\ Two Volumes bound in One, at Is. 6d. each. 



Also One Shilling each in various bindings. 

Johnny Miller ; or Truth and Perseverance. By Felix Weiss, 
Price Is. 

Sand Shadows, to be thrown upon the Wall. By Henry Bursill. 
Firat and Second Series, each containing Sixteen Original 
Designs. New Edition. 4to , -price \s . ^sxn, \*. fcoL coloured, 
" Uncommonly clever — some woii&ei^feSfccte«TO"$T<Au^r— T^eT?T«w» 
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Nine lives of a Cat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illus- 
trated by 0. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Coloured Engravings, 
sewed, price Is. 

" Rich in the quaint humour and fancy that a man of genius knows how 
to spare for the enlivenment of children." — Examiner. 

Primrose Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Bbtham 
Edwards. Illustrated by Macqdoid. Price Is. 

" One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the 
early days of Mary Howitt." — Nonconformist. 

Short and Simple Prayers, with Hymns, for the use of Children. 
Sixteenth Thousand. Price Is. 



DURABLE NURSERY B00E8. 

Mounted on cloth with coloured plates, One Shilling each. 



1. Alphabet op Goody Two 

Shoes. 

2. Cinderella. 
3 Cock Robin. 

4. Courtship op Jenny Wren. 

5. Dame Trot and Her Cat. 

6. History of an Apple Peel 

7. House that Jack Built. 



8. Little Rhymes for Little 

Folks. 

9. Mother Hubbard. 

10. Monkey's Frolic. 

11. Puss in Boots. 

12. Old Woman and her Pig. 

13. Tommy Trip's Museum of 
Birds. 



The Cowslip. Is. plain; Is. 6a\ I The Daisy. Is. plains ls.6d. 
coloured. * coloured 

The Australian Babes in the Wood : a True Story told in Rhyme 
for the Young. Price Is. boards, Is. 6d. cloth, gilt edges. 



Price Sixpence each, Plain ; One Shilling, coloured. 



Illustrated by Harrison 
Weir. 



1. British Animals. 1st Series. 

2. British Animals. 2nd Series. 

3. British Birds. 

4. Foreign Animals. 1st Series. 

5. Foreign Animals. 2nd Series. 

6. Foreign Birds. 

7. The Farm and its Scenes. 

8. The diverting history of John Gilpin. 

9. The Peacock at home, and Butterfly's Ball. 

10. History of Joseph. ] 

11. History of Moses. I Illustrated by John 

12. Life of our Saviour, ( Gilbert. 

13. Miracles of Christ. \ 
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His name was Hero. By the Author of "The Four Seasons." 
Frontispiece by Sm W. Calcott, R.A. Super Royal 16mo. 
price Is. sewed. 

By the Same Author. 

How I became a Governess. 3rd Edit. 2«. cloth ; 2s. 6d., gilt edges. 

My Pretty Puss. With Frontispiece. Price 6<f. 

The Grateful Sparrow: a True Story. Fifth Edition, price 6d. 

The Adventures of a Butterfly. From the French of P. J. Stahl. 
Seven Engravings. Price Sd. 

The Hare that Found his Way Home. From the French of P. J. 
Stahl. Second Edition. Price 6c£ 



WORKS FOB DISTRIBUTION. 

A Woman's 8eoret ; or, How to Make Home Happy. Thirty-third 
Thousand. 18mo, price Gd, 

By the same Author, uniform in size and price. 

Woman*! Work ; or, How she can Help the Sick. 19th Thousand. 

A Chapter of Accidents ; or, The Mother's Assistant in Cases op 
Burns, Scalds, Cuts, Ac. Ninth Thousand. 

Pay to-day, Trust to-morrow ; illustrating the Evils of the Tally 
System. 7th Thousand. 

Nursery Work ; or, Hannah Baker's First Place. Fifth Thousand. 

The Cook and the Doctor; or, Cheap Recipes and Useful 
KRMKDIB8. Selected from the three first books. Price 2dL 

Home Difficulties, A Few Words on the Servant Question. 4d. 

Family Prayers for Cottage Homes, with Passages from the 
Scriptures. New Edition. Price 2d. 



I 



HISTORY. 

Britannia: a Collection of the Principal Passages in Latin Authors 
that rcfor to this Island, with Vocabulary and Notes. By 
T. & Cayieu Illustrated with a Map and 29 Woodcuts. 
Crown $to» Pric*8s.6dL 

/ Trw Skxim from Anetont Hxftar?* chronologically arranged from 
th* Cr**tk«i «f tib* ^«Vfc V> tat Tterit <A Ckaskmagne. 
Twelfth Kditkau Vimo. $** cVaV 
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Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, revised and brought 
down to the present Time. By Mrs. Milner. With Portraits 
of the Sovereigns. 5s. cloth. 

Rhymes of Royalty : the History of England in Verse, from the 
Norman Conquest to the reign of Victoria ; with a summary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo. 2*. cloth. 

GEOGRAPHY. 

Re-issue of 

Pictorial Geography, for the Instruction of Young Children. 

Price Is. 6d. ; mounted on rollers 3s. 6d. 

" A pretty and picturesque wall chart ... It forms an excellent intro- 
duction to the study of maps."— School Board Chronicle. 

"A very good picture map."— Educational Record. 

"Admirably suited for teaching the meaning of common geographical 
terms." — School Guardian. 

The First Book of Geography ; specially adapted as a Text Book 
for Beginners. By Hugo Reid. Fourth Edition, revised. 
18mo, Is. sewed. 

Gaul tier's Familiar Geography. With a concise Treatise on the 
Artificial Sphere, and two coloured Maps, illustrative of the 
principal Geographical Terms. Sixteenth Edition. 16mo, 3*. 
cloth. 

Butler's Outline Maps, and Key, or Geographical and Biogra- 
phical Exercises ; with a Set of Coloured Outline Maps, designed 
for the use of Young Persons. By the late William Butler. 
Enlarged by the Author's Son, J. 0. Butler. Thirty-sixth 
Edition, Revised 4s. 

Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred History of Pales- 
tine, and of the Trayels of St. Paul. Intended for Pupil 
Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. 
White. Oblong 8vo, price Is. sewed. 



GRAMMAR, &c. 

A Compendious Grammar, and Philological Hand-Book of the 
English Language, for the use of Schools and Candidates for 
the Army and Civil Service Examinations. By John George 
Colquhoun, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth 2s. 6d. 

Darnell, G. Grammar made Intelligible to Children. New 

and Revised Edition. Price Is. cloth. 

Darnell, T. Parsing Simplified : an Introduction and Companion 
to all Grammars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules, with 
Parsing Lessons to each. Fourth Edition. Price Is. cloth. 

Lovechilds, Mrs. The Child's Grammar. 50th Edition. 18mo, 
9a?. cloth. 



\ J 
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A Word to the Wise, or Hints ok tub C uhh e n t 

op Expression in Writing and Speaking. By Parky 
G wykne. Thirteenth Thousand. 18mo, price 6d. sewed ; or 
Is. cloth, gilt edges. 
"All who -wish to mind their y* and ^# ahoiild amsnlt this little volume.** 

€teutleman'» Magazine. 

Harry Hawkins's H-B°°fc> showing how he learned to aspirate 
his H's. Frontispiece by H. Weir, Third Edition. Super- 
royal 16mo, price 6d. 

The Prince of Wales's Primer. With 340 Illustrations by 
J. Gilbert. New Edition, price 6cL 

Darnell's Short and Certain Boad to Beading. Price toL cloth. 

The Modern British Plutarch, or Lives of Men diotiwulished 
in the recent History of our Country for their Talents, 
Virtues, and Achievements. By W. G. Taylor, LL.D. 12mo. 
Second Thousand, 4s. 6d. ; or 55. gilt edges. 

Every-Day Things, or Useful Enowlbdgb kespeotino the prin- 
cipal Animal, Vegetable, and Mineral Substances in 
common use. Second Edition, revised. 18mo, Is. 6d. cloth. 
" A little encyclopaedia of useful knowledge."— Evangelical Itagaxine. 




ARITHMETIC and ALGEBRA^ 

Darnell, 0. Arithmetic made Intelligible to Children. Price 
Is. 6d. cloth. 

Cayzer, T. S. One Thousand Arithmetical Tests; or The 
Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted, by a novel arrange- 
ment of the subject, for Examination Purposes, butr also suited 
for general use in Schools. By T. S. Cayzer, Head Master of 
Queen Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Seventh B&ition, with 
a complete set of Examples and Models of Work. Price Is. 6d. 
Answers Is. 6d, 

Key with Solutions of all the Examples in the One Thousand 
Arithmetical Tests. By Thomas S. Cayzer. Price 4s. 6d. 
cloth. The Answers only, price Is. 6d. cloth. 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests; on the same plan. Third 
Edition. 8vo, price 2s. 6d cloth. 

%* Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 2s. 6& cloth. 

Theory and Practice of the Metric System of Weights and 
Measures. By Professor Leone Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Third 
Edition. Sewed Is. 

The Essentials of Geometry, Plane and Solid, as taught in Ger- 
many and France. By J. B. Morell. Numerous Diagrams. 
2*., cloth. 

A rtf** n Cookery and How to Teach it By a Pupil of the 
National Training School lot CooYisr^ ^wLth Kensington. 
Sewed, price 6d. 
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NEEDLEWORK DEMONSTRATION SHEETS. 

Messrs. GRIFFITH & FARRAN have the pleasure to announce 
that they have a series of the above, which exhibit certain Stitches 
in Elementary Needlework, in preparation for use in classes. They 
are designed under the superintendence of the Examiner of Needle- 
work for the School Board for London, author of the very popular 
manuals on the subject named below. The size of the Sheets will 
be about 30 x 22 inches, and the following are nearly ready : — 
Alphabets for Marking ... ... 6 Sheets. 



True Marking Stitch 1 

Stocking Web Stitch .., ... 1 

Grafting Stocking Material ... 1 

Herring Bone 1 

Fisherman's Stitch for Braiding Nets 1 

Further particulars will be announced. 



>» 
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NEEDLEWORK, <fec, as required by the New Code. 

Plain Needlework arranged in Six Standards, with Hints for 
the Management of Classes, and Appendix on Simultaneous 
Teaching. By the Examiner of Needlework to the School 
Board for London. Thirteenth Thousand. Price 6d. 

Plain Knitting and Mending arranged in Six Standards, with 
Diagrams. By the author of u Plain Needlework." Seventh 
Thousand. Price 6d. 

New Work by the author of " Plain Needlework," fyc. 

Plain Cutting Out for Standards IV., V., and VI., as now required 

by the Government Educational Department. Adapted to 

the principles of Elementary Geometry. Price Is. 

A set of the Diagrams referred to in the book may be had separately, 

printed on stout paper and enclosed in an envelope. Price Is. 



* * 



These works are recommended in the published Code of the 
Educational Department. 



ELEMENTARY FRENCH and GERMAN WORKS. 

Le Babillard : an Amusing Introduction to the French Language, 

By a French Lady Ninth Edition. 16 Plates. 2s. cloth. 
Lea Jeunes Narrateurs, ou Petits Contes Moradx. With a Key 

to the difficult Words and Phrases. 3rd Edition. 2s. cloth. 
" "Written in pure and easy French." — Morning tost. 
The Pictorial French Grammar. For the use of Children. By 

Marin db la Voye. With 80 Illustrations. Royal 16mo, 

price Is. Gd. cloth. 
Rowbotham's New and Easy Method of Learning the French 

Genders. New Edition. &f. 
Bellenger's French Word and Phrase Book; containing a select 

Vocabulary and Dialogues. New Edition. Price Is. 

Der Schweitzer, or The Prattler. An Amu&vn% Ixfa^Rs&ssb.Nfe 
the German Language. Sixteen. TWuatoxVy&a. ^tar***.*. Otf&a-. 
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GEORGE DARNELL'S 

COPY BOOKS. 

ADAPTED TO THE NEW CODE. 
A SHORT AND CERTAIN ROAD TO A GOOD HAND-WRITING. 

LARGE POST. 16 Nos. Price 6<L Each. 

Being a Series of SIXTEEN COPY BOOKS, by George Darnell, 
the first ten of which have on every alternate line appropriate and 
carefully written copies in Pencil-coloured Ink, to be first written 
over and then imitated, the remaining numbers haying Black 
Head-lines for imitation only, the whole gradually advancing 

FROM A SIMPLE STROKE TO A SUPERIOR SMALL HAND. 



A SURE GUIDE TO A GOOD HAND-WRITING. 

A Series of TWENTY-FOUR COPY BOOKS on a similar plan. 

OBLONG FOOLSCAP. 24 Nos. Price 3d. each, green covers. 
Or on superior paper, marble covers, price 4d. each. 



UNIVERSAL COPY BOOKS, 

A Series of Sixteen Copy Books, on the same Plan. 
FOOLSCAP ito. Price 2d. each. 

TAKING TAIES FOB, COTTAGE HOMES. 

In Plain Language and Large Type. Edited by W. H. G. Kingston. 
With Engravings. Crown 8vo, price 4d 

1. The Miller of Hillbrook: a Rural Tale. 

2. Tom Trueman, a Sailor in a Merchantman. 

3. Michael Hale and his Family in Canada. 

4. John Armstrong, The Soldier. 

5. Joseph Budge, The Australian Shepherd. 

6. life Underground; or, Dick the Colliery Boy. 

7. life on the Coast; or, The Little Fisher Girl. 

8. Adventures of Two Orphans in London. 

9. Early Days on Board a Man- of- War. 

10. Walter the Foundling : a Tai^e op Olden Times. 

11. The Tenants of Sunnyside Farm. 

12. Holmwood ; or, The New Zealand Settler. 
These Tales may also be had in ¥ out vo\utos&. "Priao 1*. 6cL each. 

or 2 vols, clofh, extra, $s. ^d. wta* 
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